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HOME. 


Plettenhaus,  April  2. 

"  T^^^^  child,"  said  mj  aunt  to  me  to-day, 
-'-^  "be  not  conceited  because  you  are  a 
daughter  of  Plettenhaus ;  but,  at  the  same  time, 
I  would  not  have  you  be  unmindful  of  your 
dignity  as  such !" — then  casting  a  severe  look  at 
Kate,  who  was  busy  sewing  in  her  corner,  she 
went  on  to  say : — "  Your  grandfather  was  Prime 
Minister,  and  if  your  father" — "  Had  not  mar- 
ried an  angel,"  interrupted  Kate.  "Silence, 
Miss  Catherine !"  said  my  aunt.  Kate  knew 
well  what  "Miss  Catherine"  signified,  and 
merely  replied  by  a  sigh.  Good  creature  !  she 
met  aunt's  increasing  pride  and  passion  with 
submission  and  humility,  until,  no  longer  able 
to  restrain  her  feelings,  she  gave  vent  to  them 
in  heart-thrilling  accents.  How  my  aunt's 
grandeur  vanished  then!     Her  words  seemed 

blown  to  the  winds — scattered  like  mist  before 
1* 
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pure  sunshine.  I  scarcely  heard  her,  for  I  was 
thinking  of  what  Kate  had  said ;  but  I  caught 
the  following  words,  which  she  uttered  in  an 
angry  and  solemn  tone.  "  Hank  and  station 
are  of  God's  ordaining ;  the  rose  He  wills  to 
bloom  with  rose-like  grandeur  ;  the  petty  daisy 
in  a  manner  suitable  to  its  position.  Ill  would 
it  beseem  the  rose  to  descend  to  the  meanness 
of  the  wayside  grass,  and  the  poor  daisy  would 
in  vain  endeavour  to  imitate  the  splendour  of 
the  rose."  When  aunt  at  length  was  silent, 
Kate's  soft  sweet  voice  sang  thus : — 

Thou  faithful  Shepherd  Lord ! 

Who  ledd'st  Thy  flock  of  old, 
Teach  me  that  still  Thou  lov'st 

Each  weak  one  of  Thy  fold. 
Saviour !  unto  Thy  voice 

May  I  obedient  be ; 
And  trustful  as  a  lamb, 

Arise  and  follow  Thee. 

JS;  o  stranger's  voice  I'll  know 

His  call  sounds  not  like  Thine ; 
When  help  I  need,  he  leaves, — 

Seeking  not  me,  but  mine. 
He  cares  not  for  my  soul. 

Unlike  my  Shepherd  true ! 
I'll  listen  only  to  Thy  voice. 

Who  lov'st  Thy  chosen  few. 

Oh !  may  I  eVry  care 
Roll  trustingly  on  Thee ; 
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My  heart,  for  all  its  joys 

Unto  the  Saviour  flee! 
Be  still,  and  no  more  sad. 

With  anxious  sorrow  prest, 
Since  my  good  Shepherd  knows 

His  own  sheep's  wants  the  best. 

Aunt  wept  as  the  last  words  were  being  snng, 
and  snatched  up  her  handkerchief,  though  her 
fingers  were  so  rigid  that  she  could  scarcely 
wipe  away  her  tears.  I  kneeled  down  beside 
her,  and  could  not  refrain  from  weeping  too, 
while  Kate  hastily  left  the  room.  My  poor 
aunt!  she  is  weighed  down  with  a  constant 
load  of  anxiety,  the  only  cause  of  which  is  the 
uncertainty  of  my  futm-e  prospects.  I  know 
not  what  she  intends  to  do  with  me.  O !  gracious 
God,  be  to  her  also  a  faithful  Shepherd ;  lighten 
her  heart  of  its  many  pains  and  griefs,  and  put 
faith  into  it ;  may  it 

Be  still — no  longer  sad, 

With  anxious  sorrow  prest, 
Since  the  good  Shepherd  knows 

What  we  all  need,  the  best. 

April  6. 

I  arose  early  and  stood  at  my  open  window. 
The  air  was  mild,  and  every  thing  around  par- 
took of  the  fragrance  and  dew  of  spring.  James 
was  the  only  one  as  yet  astir :  I  saw  him  stand- 
ing in  the  garden  below,  near  some  freshly  dug 
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earth.  I  ran  to  help  him,  for  I  have  observed 
that  for  some  time  his  back  appears  to  be  stiff, 
and  the  spade  too  heavy  for  his  hand.  I  hope 
he  is  not  getting  anxious  and  distressed,  like 
aunt. 

James  would  not  accept  my  assistance  at  first, 
but  looked  up  towards  the  window  of  the  room 
where  aunt  was  still  asleep.  It  surely  was  not 
wrong  of  me  to  help  him ;  for  when  yet  a  child, 
I  was  allowed  to  dig  my  garden,  and  now  I  think 
I  may  dig  somewhat  more.  He  would  not  per- 
mit me,  however,  till  I  had  put  on  my  gloves 
and  a  large  hat.  Then  the  delight  I  had !  I 
dug  twice  as  fast  as  James ;  the  blackbirds  and 
finches  singing  the  while  in  the  elder  trees,  and 
the  joyful  note  of  the  lark  being  heard  dis- 
tinctly as  he  soared  aloft ;  there  were  beautiful 
bright  clouds,  too,  passing  over  the  sky.  The 
rich  dark  violets,  as  they  peeped  from  amongst 
their  fresh  green  leaves,  and  the  light-blue 
forget-me-not,  with  its  little  pinkish  buds,  were 
all  sparkling  with  dew.  Methought  I  could  see 
the  chestnut  tree  above  us  growing :  its  thick 
brown  buds,  which  were  turned  towards  the 
beautiful  blue  sky  became  lighter  in  their  hue, 
and  then  we  could  have  fancied  that  we  heard 
their  bursting  shields,  whilst  the  cinquefoil  leaves 
expanded  in  the  warm  sun. 

"  I  wish  I  knew  why  Kate  is  more  sad  now 
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than  she  was  in  winter,"  said  I  to  James ;  "  / 
can  scarcely  contain  my  delight.  Can  it  be 
more  lovely  anywhere  that  it  is  here  ?"  James 
shook  his  head  sorrowfully.  "  Our  house  is 
neither  too  large  nor  too  small,"  continued  I ; 
"it  is  situated  on  a  hill,  and  yet  not  a  very 
steep  one.  Above  us  there  is  a  shady  beech- 
wood,  and  here  in  front,  meadows  and  sunshine. 
It  is  a  retired  spot ;  we  hear  only  the  hum  of 
bees  and  other  insects — nothing  tells  of  the 
busy  world  without,  except  the  smoke  from  the 
village,  and  at  night  the  sound  of  the  watch- 
man's song." 

"  True,"  interrupted  James  ;  "  but  we  are  too 
much  attached  to  this  little  bit  of  land!  our 
capital  is  diminishing,  my  dear  lady ;  the  garden 
is  not  large,  and  you,  young  creature !  must 
employ  yourself" "  For  our  support  ?"  I  fal- 
tered out.  "  It  must  be  so,"  continued  James ; 
"  but  the  old  lady  need  not  know  it.     My  plan 

is  this:" "James!"  cried  Kate  from  the 

kitchen  window.  He  passed  his  hand  across 
his  mouth,  as  if  to  impose  silence ;  I  shall  in- 
quire more  about  it,  however. 

April  8. 

My  aunt  and  I  sat  at  an  open  window,  while 
the  shades  of  night  were  closing  round.  The 
evening  star  shone  bright  in  the  clear  heavens, 
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and  the  moon  rose  full  and  golden  from  behind 
the  delicate  branches  of  the  beech-trees  above 
lis,  while  the  distant  murmur  of  children's 
voices  ascended  from  the  village  beneath.  I 
was  thoughtful,  I  knew  not  why.  I  would  have 
preferred  being  in  the  open  air  to  sitting  in  a 
room,  this  lovely  spring  evening  ;  I  could  then 
have  distinctly  heard  the  children  at  play,  or 
have  sat  alone  under  the  beech  and  gazed  upon 
the  evening  star.  My  aunt  was  silent  for  some 
time — at  length  she  said : — ''  You  are  really  be- 
coming like  Kate."  "  I  am  delighted  to  hear 
it."  replied  I,  though  I  remembered  that  aunt 
some  time  ago  had  said,  with  a  sad  look,  "  Kate's 
beauty  never  reached  a  higher  order  than  that 
of  a  chambermaid." 

Aunt's  thoughts  by  day  and  night  dwell  upon 
her  early  life  at  Court.  Then  she  was  very 
much  admired ;  but  now  that  is  all  past.  She 
fancies  that  she  beholds  in  me  a  second  Louisa 
von  Plettenhaus,  and  admonishes  me  as  though 
I  were  so.  "  Do  not  be  so  easily  excited,"  she 
will  say  sometimes;  "You  should  not  always 
tell  your  mind :"  "  Do  not  make  a  point  of  be- 
ing constantly  occupied."  After  she  had  gazed 
thoughtfully  on  me  for  some  time,  she  said 
softly : — "  That  is  the  only  help  for  us !"  I  per- 
ceived that  she  was  but  thinking  aloud,  which 
is  not  an  unusual  habit  of  hers,  especially  if  she 
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has  been  vexed  through  the  day,  and  feels  tired 
and  pained.  "  Dear  Lulu,"  she  exclaimed, 
clasping  her  hands  and  looking  up  to  Heaven, 
"  my  fondest  wish  and  prayer  is,  that  you  may 
become  a  Maid  of  Honour."  I  kissed  her  hand. 
Oh  that  her  love  to  me  did  not  cause  her  so 
much  anxiety  !  And  why  should  it  ?  I  am  so 
contented,  and  desire  nothing  in  the  world  but 
to  live  as  I  do  now !  One  thing  I  should  like, 
and  that  is,  to  be  able  to  purchase  James  a  new 
suit  of  livery.  I  did  not  tell  aunt  that  no 
farther  back  than  yesterday  Kate  had  said  that 
she  prayed  I  might  not  become  a  Court  lady, 
nor  fall  into  the  hands  of  my  uncle,  the  cham- 
berlain. Such  are  the  opposite  petitions  that 
these,  my  two  friends,  make  for  me.  Which 
will  our  All- wise  God  see  fit  to  grant  ? 

April  9. 

It  would  have  been  impossible  to  remain  in 
the  house  this  lovely  spring  day ;  and  yet  Kate 
complains  of  my  idleness.  Still  I  rise  early. 
Kate  had  to  iron  the  clothes  to-day ;  James  was 
in  the  potato-field,  and  I  helped  him  to  put  the 
pieces  into  the  ground.  "  We  sow  these  now, 
who  knows,  if  we  shall  dig  them  ?"  said  he  with 
a  sigh.  "But  the  glorious  sky  will  still  be 
above  us,  and  our  gracious  God  still  watching 
over  us,"  I  replied.    The  old  man  will  make 
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me  quite  angry  with  his  constant  sighing.  He 
drew  his  hand  across  his  mouth,  his  token  that 
he  wishes  to  be  silent.  This  would  have  vexed 
me,  as  it  was  so  good  an  opportunity  for  finding 
out  his  secret ;  but  the  morning  was  too  lovely, 
and  I  too  happy  to  be  easily  annoyed.  I  went 
to  bring  food  for  the  goats,  and  saw  some 
veronica  growing  a  foot  high  in  the  white  thorn 
hedge.  I  made  myself  a  beautiful  wreath ;  but 
Lizzy  took  a  fancy  for  my  fine  head-dress,  and 
devoured  it  so  greedily,  that  I  trembled  lest  my 
curls  should  share  its  fate. 

• 

April  10. 

I  have  been  very  sad  both  last  evening  and 
this  morning.  Kate  asked  me  whether  I  was 
satisfied  to  lead  so  useless  a  life.  But  what  can 
I  do?  My  aunt  considers  me  already  highly 
accomplished.  I  would  gladly  occupy  myself 
occasionally  in  working  at  English,  French,  or 
tapestry ;  but  I  have  neither  paper,  wool,  nor 
canvas ;  besides,  my  aunt  thinks  I  should  but 
be  wasting  time — and  so  does  Kate.  What 
would  she  have  me  to  do  ?  I  practise  on  the 
piano  two  hours  daily,  and  paint  occasionally. 
E-eally  I  know  not  what  else  to  set  about.  My 
aunt  insists  that  such  occupations  alone  are  suit- 
able for  persons  in  our  station.  Kate  shakes 
her  head  at  this.     Should  I,  perhaps,  assist  her 
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in  making  the  chemisettes — ^who  ca/n  they  be 
for  ?  some  relation  of  hers,  I  suppose — and  that 
would  never  do. 

April  11. 

I  took  mj  knitting  and  went  down  to  the 
brook.  Close  to  the  water's  edge  was  the  goose- 
herd  with  all  her  feathered  flock.  How  the 
stately  mother-geese  gabbled  to  one  another! 
and  how  busily  the  little  golden  goslings  pat- 
tered about  among  the  white  flowers  and  young 
grass — the  gooseherd's  discordant  cry  disturb- 
ing their  rambles  from  time  to  time.  She  com- 
plained that  the  creatures  have  become  quite 
unmanageable  since  her  dog  was  stolen;  and 
running  hither  and  thither,  first  chased  them 
out  of  the  potato-field,  then  scolded  them  from 
among  the  cabbages,  forgetting  that  while  so 
careful  of  her  family  of  geese,  her  family  of 
children  lay  sprawling  in  the  mud.  I  asked  the 
eldest  girl  why  she  had  not  combed  her  hair 
and  washed  her  face ;  she  looked  at  me  with  a 
vacant  stare,  that  seemed  to  say,  "  Why  should 
J  wash  and  comb  myself?"  I  felt  really  angry 
with  her ;  for  she  allowed  her  little  sister  to  lie 
upon  her  back,  helpless  and  screaming,  while 
she  herself  waded  composedly  in  the  brook.  I 
raised  the  little  one;  she  was  horribly  dirty. 
I  washed  her  face  and  hands  and  smoothed  her 
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hair;  the  child  looked  charming!  I  advised 
the  elder  one  to  look  at  herself  in  the  water  and 
see  how  ngly  she  was,  and  then  prevailed  on 
her  to  wash  herself  and  comb  her  hair,  and  to 
look  again.  Having  done  so,  she  smiled  to  me, 
and  seemed  much  pleased  with  the  change  in 
her  appearance.  "  Do  you  know  now,"  said  I, 
"  why  people  wash  themselves  and  comb  their 
hair  ?"  But  for  her  bashf ulness  she  would  doubt- 
less have  replied,  "  Because  it  makes  them  look 
well."  I  was  delighted  with  the  result  of  my 
morning's  work,  although  I  must  confess  that  it 
had  been  rather  revolting,  and  I  could  not  bring 
myself  to  use  my  own  comb.  The  elder  girl 
has  promised  to  perform  the  operation  on  her 
own  account  to-morrow. 

April  12. 

She  has  not  done  it,  however,  and  they  both 
look  as  ill  as  ever.  I  scolded  her,  and  asked 
her  mother  why  she  sacrificed  her  children  for 
the  sake  of  geese  and  goslings.  She  laid  all 
the  blame  upon  the  children,  saying,  that  they 
would  dirty  themselves  and  tear  the  clothes  off 
their  backs,  and  that  she  had  neither  time  nor 
ability  to  restrain  their  wildness.  "  The  elder 
one  might  knit,"  said  I;  "  but  she  does  nothing 
from  morning  till  night;  and  idleness  is  the 
mother  of  all  mischief."     "  Oh,  she  is  too  stu- 
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pid,"  returned  the  mother ;  "  she  would  never 
learn ;  there  is  not  a  grain  of  sense  in  her ;  in 
fact — more's  the  pity — my  children  have  less 
understanding  than  the  very  beasts.  For  that 
matter,  the  poor  beasts  are  not  stupid ;  the  big 
one  with  the  black  wings  knows  me  perfectly, 
and  understands  every  word  I  say."  I  let  her 
talk  on  in  a  similar  strain,  while  I  went  to  her 
children,  and  repeated  yesterday's  experiment, 
with  equal  success.  To-day  I  used  my  own 
comb.  I  then  drew  two  needles  from  my  work 
and  gave  the  elder  girl  a  first  lesson  in  knitting. 
I  do  believe  she  could  learn  it ;  that  would  in- 
deed rejoice  my  heart. 

When  I  returned  home  my  aunt  seemed  dis- 
pleased with  my  long  absence ;  but  Kate  inter- 
ceded for  me,  saying,  that  roaming  over  hill  and 
dale  was  the  chief  among  the  few  pleasures  of 
life,  and  that  it  would  be  cruel  to  deprive  me 
of  it.  My  aunt  was  silent,  and  afterwards  gave 
me  permission  to  wander  about  at  will.  She 
does  so  out  of  pure  love  to  me ;  for  if  she  con- 
sulted her  own  taste,  she  would  have  me  deliver 
myself  over  to  dignified  ennui. 

April  18. 

I  have  fitted  up  the  old  conservatory  as  my 
school-room,  and  very  nice  it  looks.  Dolly  gets 
lessons  in  knitting  there ;  little  Lizzy  learns  to 
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be  neat  and  tidy;   and  I  teach  both  of  them 
beautiful  verses.    Their  lesson  to-day  was, 

I  am  but  a  little  child ; 

Lord  Jesus,  make  me  meek  and  mild, 

Cleanse  my  heart  by  sin  defiled. 

I  explained  to  Dolly  what  a  clean  heart 
means ;  that,  in  like  manner  as  our  face  and 
hands  may  be  clean  or  no,  so  also  may  our 
hearts.  In  order  to  make  myself  understood 
by  these  ignorant  little  children,  I  am  obliged 
to  make  use  of  the  most  simple  metaphors ;  but 
I  well  know  that  God  can  give  strength  and 
power  to  my  weak  words.  Mav  He  make  me 
useful  to  these  little  ones. 

% 

April  20. 

The  number  of  my  pupils  has  now  increased 
to  six ;  two  mothers  brought  their  children  to 
me  to-day.  My  aunt  considers  it  most  con- 
descending in  me  to  occupy  myself  in  this 
manner,  and  even  Kate  commends  me  for  it; 
but  I  do  not  need  their  approval  to  make  me 
delight  in  my  employment,  for  it  brings  with  it 
a  feeling  of  extreme  pleasure  and  satisfaction 
such  as  I  have  never  before  experienced.  The 
children  were  with  me  for  two  hours  to-day; 
and  I  worked  at  Kate's  chemisettes  during  the 
time.    In  the  afternoon  I  practised  both  on  the 
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piano  and  with  my  pencil,  assisted  in  some 
household  matters,  and  did  not  set  out  on  my 
peregrinations  till  late  in  the  day.  "  My  life  of 
idleness  shall  cease  from  this  time  forth,"  said  I 
to  Kate. — "  With  God's  help,  Amen !"  replied 
she. 

My  aunt  retired  to  her  room  at  an  early  hour, 
and  Kate  and  I  passed  the  remainder  of  the 
evening  on  the  seat  under  the  beech-tree.  "Dear 
Lulu,"  said  my  gentle  companion,  "  you  have 
never  before  taken  pleasure  in  useful  occupa- 
tions." I  did  not  reply,  but  my  heart  told  me 
that  she  was  right,  for  I  never  liked  to  sit  long 
at  any  employment.  It  is  true  my  aunt  has 
often  told  me  that  it  is  not  necessary  I  should : 
and  Adelaide,  the  Sheriff's  daughter,  is  even 
more  idle  than  I.  On  saying  so  to  Kate,  she 
observed : — "  It  is  indeed  most  lamentable  that 
the  generality  of  young  ladies  pass  their  time  in 
the  most  frivolous  manner,  many  of  them  glid- 
ing through  life  without  any  aim,  except  pres- 
ent amusement.  Sad  it  is  to  think  that  so  many 
fresh  young  energies  are  lost  to  the  world :  just 
consider  what  a  host  of  idlers  the  glorious  sun 
shines  upon  ?" 

I  felt  quite  alarmed  on  hearing  these  words, 
being  forced  to  acknowledge  to  myself  that  I 
am  a  member  of  this  host.  "The  Lord  has 
given  a  rich  talent  to  each  one  of  us,"  continued 
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Kate.  "  He  means  us  to  use  and  to  increase  it ; 
instead  of  which,  we  often  bury  it  deep  in  the 
ground,  and  allow  the  nettles  and  thorns  of  fol- 
ly, idleness,  and  unholy  thoughts  to  overgrow 
it.  We  forget  that  the  Lord  will  call  us  to  ac- 
count for  this."  She  said  still  more,  and  it  is 
all  treasured  up  in  my  heart ;  but  one  thing 
particularly  struck  me,  her  remark  that  it  is  not 
so  surprising  that  young  ladies  who  live  merely 
for  this  world  and  its  pleasures,  should  dream 
away  and  waste  their  time.  "  But,"  said  she, 
"  when  girls  are  taught  to  know  and  love  the 
Lord,  and  would  wish  to  serve  Him,  how  very, 
very  sad  it  is  that  they  should  follow  in  the  train 
of  the  foolish  virgins  ?" 

My  tears  fell  fast  as  she  proceeded.  What 
have  I  ever  done  from  love  to  God?  Alas! 
alas! — nothing!  I  rise  each  morning  feeling 
happy  and  thankful  that  I  am  still  alive  and 
have  all  my  blessings  continued  to  me.  I  feel 
unworthy  of  so  much  mercy ;  and  yet  I  never 
show  my  gratitude.  I  merely  try  to  spend  the 
day  as  pleasantly  as  possible ;  and  if  any  thing 
occurs  to  annoy  me,  I  become,  perhaps,  unami- 
able  to  those  who  love  me  dearly.  I  thank 
Thee,  gracious  God,  that  Thou  hast  opened  mine 
eyes  and  givest  me  power  to  serve  Thee.  But 
in  what  way  am  I  to  do  so  ? 

I  awoke  in  the  night  and  asked  Kate's  advice 
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as  to  how  I  could  alter  my  mode  of  life,  and 
become  henceforth  a  useful  member  of  society. 
"  O  child  !  be  not  anxious  about  that,  the  Lord 
will  find  work  for  you  ;  He  will  give  you  a  cup 
to  drink  with  an  infusion  of  the  bitter  herb 
which  is  called  needs-must.'''^  I  did  not  under- 
stand her,  but  ventured  no  reply.  Kate  wishes 
to  humble  me,  thinking  that  my  aunt's  mode  of 
treatment  is  calculated  to  make  me  vain  and 
proud.  The  affair  about  the  dress  she  has  evi- 
dently not  forgotten.  Certainly  I  acted  very 
unamiably ;  but  I  blamed  myself  for  it,  and  in- 
tend henceforth  to  be  satisfied  with  all  that  she 
may  give  me. 

April  22. 

The  country  is  becoming  more  and  more  love- 
ly as  spring  advances.  All  nature  seems  to  be 
stretching  towards  and  opening  in  the  sun ;  the 
young  pease,  as  ranged  in  their  long  files,  their 
fresh  green  leaves  peep  from  above  the  dark- 
brown  earth  ;  the  shrubs  and  brushwood,  which 
glitter  as  though  clad  in  silken  garb ;  and  the 
full  buds  which  are  gradually  unfolding  their 
beauties  to  his  gaze. 

James  was  at  first  dissatisfied  with  my  colony 
in  the  old  conservatory;  but  this  feeling  has 
quite  passed  off  since  Lizzy  and  little  David 
chased  away  the  sparrows  from  his  seed-beds, 
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and  now  he  takes  pleasure  in  bestowing  liberal 
rewards  upon  all  the  little  party. 

April  26. 

Sophy  Bishops  was  so  late  in  coming  to  school 
to-day  that  I  asked  what  had  delayed  her.  "I 
had  to  take  the  chemisettes  to  the  Factor's," 
was  the  reply.  "  What  chemisettes  ?"  inquired 
I.  "Those  which  Miss  Catherine  brought  to 
my  mother."  So  !  the  truth  at  length  dawns 
upon  me.  I^ow  all  is  clear !  James  told  me 
that  we  must  provide  for  our  support.  Kate 
works  for  money — and  aunt  has  no  idea  of  it ! 
What  would  she  say  if  she  knew  that  I  had 
made  chemisettes  for  the  Factor's  family  ?  And 
how  ought  I  to  act  ?  I  will  work  ;  yes,  that  I 
will,  from  morning  to  night,  and  relieve  poor 
Kate  of  a  portion  of  her  care. 

So  soon  as  the  children  were  gone,  I  ran 
eagerly  to  Kate,  and  whispered,  "  How  much 
money  do  you  get  for  each  chemisette  ?"  She 
blushed  deeply,  and  looked  somewhat  alarmed. 
I  felt  so  proud :  I  knew  her  secret,  and  it  did 
not  pain  me  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  rejoice  to  think 
that  henceforth  I  sliall  be  an  important  person 
in  the  house,  for  I  intend  to  earn  money,  and  to 
take  my  part  in  providing  for  our  wants.  O 
yes !  I  will  be  the  support  of  my  aunt,  now  in 
her  declining  years.     I  will  be  the  support  of 
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the  whole  family!  Kate  could  not  resist  my 
pressing  inquiries,  especially  when  I  reminded 
her  that  I  am  no  longer  a  child,  and  so  have  a 
right  to  be  made  acquainted  with  the  state  of 
our  affairs, — above  all,  that  I  am  already  mis- 
tress of  her  secret 

I  learned  that  our  capital  has  been  all  spent ; 
and  the  produce  of  the  garden  not  being  suffi- 
cient for  our  maintenance,  James  tries  to  make 
the  most  of  it,  by  giving  our  finest  fruit,  vege- 
tables, and  flowers  to  the  Head  Ranger,  for 
which  (like  the  other  poor  of  the  village !)  we 
receive  firewood  in  exchange.  Kate  works  for 
money,  and  has  by  this  means  been  enabled 
still  to  supply  aunt  with  the  cup  of  chocolate 
which  James  has  been  in  the  habit  of  serving 
to  her  every  morning.  With  God's  help  she 
shall  continue  to  get  it,  for  I  intend  to  earn  a 
great  deal  of  money.  I  will  not  be  a  Maid  of 
Honour !  Aunt  has  written  to  the  Chamberlain 
on  the  subject;  she  hopes  to  be  successful,  and 
thinks  that  I  shall  save  money  from  my  income; 
but  Kate  says  that  a  Maid  of  Honour  is  more 
likely  to  accumulate  debts  than  savings.  She 
would  prefer  my  being  a  governess  with  some 
family  in  the  country ;  thinking  that  in  such  a 
situation  I  might  be  economical,  and  so  support 
my  aunt ;  but  I  do  not  at  all  like  the  idea,  and 
would  much  rather  remain  at  home  and  work. 


22  LOUISA   VON   PLETTENHAUS. 

I  do  not  mind  being  poor,  for  I  am  very  happy, 
and  that  is  enough :  and  then,  if  I  make  two 
chemisettes  a  day,  I  shall  earn  fourpence.  Will 
not  that  he  a  good  sum  ?  I  wonder  if  it  would 
be  well  to  allow  knitting  to  be  done  in  my  school 
for  sale !  Plans  crowd  upon  each  other  in  my 
mind. 

May  1. 

Our  affairs  most  certainly  wear  a  very  gloomy 
aspect ;  but  still  Kate  and  James  follow  my  ex- 
ample, by  trying  to  comfort  and  cheer  each  other 
as  well  as  they  can. 

My  aunt  has  announced  her  intention  of  pay- 
ing a  visit  to  the  Sheriff's  lady — an  act  of  con- 
descension on  her  part  which  she  considers  it 
right  to  perform  from  time  to  time.  She  directed 
James  to  procure  visiting  cards,  and  prepare  his 
newest  suit  of  livery  for  the  occasion  ;  and  de- 
sired Kate  to  arrange  our  toilettes*  My  aunt 
forgets  that  this  newest  suit  of  livery  was  pur- 
chased for  my  christening,  about  eighteen  years 
ago,  and  that  its  condition  must  now  be  such  as 
to  render  it  not  very  desirable  for  James  to  ap- 
pear in  it  before  strangers.  He,  however,  in- 
formed us  that  he  was  ready,  and  suitably 
equipped  to  announce  his  dear  young  lady.  To 
assure  herself  of  the  fact,  Kate  has  looked  him 
well  over,  and  turned  him  round  and  round  at 
least  a  dozen  times. 
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lS[ot  wishing  to  appear  less  magnanimous,  I 
also  delivered  myself  into  Kate's  experienced 
hands.  Whilst  she  made  me  a  sprigged  man- 
tilla out  of  an  old  dressing-gown  of  aunt's, 
ironed  my  pink  sash,  ruffles,  and  pocket  hand- 
kerchief, brushed  up  aunt's  black  velvet  bonnet, 
and  placed  a  feather  in  my  hat  out  of  an  old 
toque,  I  sewed  the  best  parts  of  a  black  silk 
apron  upon  the  collar  and  cuffs  of  James's  coat. 
My  aunt  looked  more  stately  than  ever  in  her 
lavender-coloured  taffeta  dress  ;  but  I  thought 
myself  a  most  extraordinary  figure  when  I 
looked  in  the  mirror.  However,  I  did  not  say 
so,  for  Kate  was  quite  delighted  with  my  ap- 
pearance, and  stood  looking  after  us  from  the 
garden  gate  till  we  were  out  of  sight. 

I  must  confess  that  I  felt  rather  low-spirited 
as  we  entered  the  court  of  the  Sheriff's  house. 
The  Sheriff  himself  was  standing  with  his  stew- 
ard under  a  lime  tree,  his  wife  and  his  daughter 
Adelaide  sat  in  the  porch.  They  had  just  risen 
from  dinner.  My  aunt  generally  pays  her  visits 
at  the  hour  when  unfashionable  people  are  ac- 
customed to  dine.  As  we  approached  I  saw 
Adelaide  smile,  on  which  her  brothers  turned 
quickly  round  to  discover  the  cause.  I  thought 
of  James's  old  coat,  and  looked  anxiously  at 
him ;  but  he  was  following  us  with  an  assured 
air,  that  seemed  to  say,  I  understand  my  busi- 
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ness,  and  mind  naught  else.  He  now  advanced, 
and  in  a  most  finished  manner  presented  aunt's 
card  to  announce  us.  The  ceremony  had,  how- 
ever, been  unnecessary,  as  the  Sheriff  came  to 
meet  us :  before  doing  so,  I  saw  him  cast  an 
angry  look  at  his  young  people.  He  spoke  to 
aunt  of  the  pleasure  and  honour  which  her 
visit  conferred  upon  him,  and  kissed  her  hand. 
My  eyes  filled  with  tears,  all  embarrassment 
vanished,  and  I  felt  only  gratitude  towards 
those  kind  people,  who  give  expression  to  their 
sympathy  with  so  much  friendliness  and  cour- 
tesy. The  lady  of  the  house  especially  mani- 
fested great  respect  for  my  aunt,  who,  during 
our  visit,  conversed  with  Adelaide  in  English, 
and  expressed  her  approbation  of  the  fluency 
with  which  she  spoke  the  language,  but  found 
fault  with  her  accent.  Her  mamma  lamented, 
that  since  they  had  left  the  metropohs — six 
months  before — ^Adelaide  had  had  no  opportu- 
nity of  speaking  English,  and  then  requested 
that  she  and  I  might  meet  occasionally.  I  was 
delighted  at  this,  and  aunt  seemed  not  at  all 
averse  to  the  proposal.  "Most  gladly!"  she 
replied ;  "  that  is,  if  Louisa  does  not  receive  a 
summons  to  Court."  "Or  become  a  gover- 
ness," I  quickly  added.  Not  that  I  was  in  ear- 
nest, but  I  was  involuntarily  forced  to  resist  in 
gome  nieasure  my  aunt's  magnificent  expres- 
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sions.  She  gave  me  a  stern  look,  and  the  con- 
versation happily  took  another  turn.  The 
Sheriff's  lady  is  a  most  kind-hearted  person :  she 
put  nearly  half  a  brisket  of  veal  into  James's 
pocket.  I  thought  this  very  humbling,  and  not 
a  very  refined  manner  of  expressing  her  good- 
will ;  but  Kate  takes  quite  a  different  view  of 
the  matter.  She  says  that  our  trials  are  from 
the  Lord,  and  that  we  should  bow  our  heads  in 
submission,  and  accept  with  gratitude  to  Him 
whatever  assistance  He  may  send  us. 

My  poor  aunt !  we  fear  that  she  will  lose  the 
power  of  her  feet,  as  well  as  her  hands.  I  per- 
ceived that  she  had  much  greater  difficulty  in 
walking  to  the  sheriff's  this  time  than  on  any 
former  occasion. 

May  10. 

It  has  rained  incessantly  for  eight  days ;  such 
weather  is  particularly  disagreeable  to  me  in 
spring.  I  could  almost  become  melancholy! 
My  pupils  are  regular  in  their  attendance.  We 
still  sit  in  the  old  conservatory,  in  which  James 
has  nailed  up  the  gaps,  so  as  to  keep  out  rain. 
Tlie  children  are  quite  satisfied  to  brave  the  wet 
weather.  Am  I  also  contented  ?  Oh,  gracious 
God !  I  have  indeed  cause  to  be  so.  Kate  tells 
me  that  this  feeling  of  dissatisfaction  is  to  be 
attributed  to  the  idle  life  I  have  hitherto  led, 
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and  that  the  more  active  and  useful  I  become, 
the  fresher  and  happier  will  be  my  thoughts. 
She  is  quite  right;  and,  indeed,  I  do  wish  to 
be  content,  because  I  know  it  is  wrong  to  be 
fretful  and  peevish,  merely  from  a  feeling  of 
listlessness. 

May  11. 

The  rain  still  continues,  but  I  do  not  mind  it. 
"We  have  learned  a  beautiful  spring  carol  to  sing 
in  two  parts  on  aunt's  birthday : 

"  Oh !  let  thy  grace  abide." 

In  the  afternoon  I  arranged  my  drawers ;  truly 
they  needed  it !  Kate  says  that  the  condition 
of  a  young  lady's  wardrobe  indicates  the  state 
of  her  heart.  In  this  case  I  must  confess  that 
mine  is  often  in  sad  confusion ;  but  Kate  is 
quite  right.  Oh  that  I  could  curb  my  foolish 
thoughts,  and  rule  my  heart  by  God's  word,  and 
not  spare  myself  when  I  do  wrong ! 

We  pilgrims  each  a  desert  roam. 
While  journeying  onwards  to  oiir  home: 
And  many  a  danger  here  we  meet, 
But  Jesus  guides  our  stumbling  feet. 
He  trode  this  wilderness,  and  knows 
Our  trials,  dangers — all  our  foes. 
None  are  too  young  or  weak  to  share 
The  gracious  Saviour's  tender  care ; 
For  Jesus  loves  to  succour  those 
Who  wholly  on  his  power  repose. 
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The  roaring  Lion  cannot  harm 
The  man  who  leans  on  Jesus'  arm : 
His  words  a  lamp  more  bright  than  day, 
To  guide  us  on  our  heavenward  way : 
Help  li)  the  weak  He'll  gladly  give, 
If  we  will  only  ask — and  live. 

May  12. 

Tlie  nightingales  awoke  me.  I  hastened  to 
the  garden ;  and  oh !  how  exquisite  it  was. 
Tlie  sky  such  a  pure  blue  and  dazzling  white — 
the  young  leaves  of  the  birch  trees  diifnsing  so 
fragrant  a  perfume — the  dark  firs  hung,  as  it 
were,  with  thousands  of  glittering  diamonds — 
the  beech  arranged  in  the  light  green  foliage 
of  May,  and  the  oak  in  his  golden  attire !  For 
eight  days  the  rain  has  fallen  like  a  veil  over 
the  verdure  of  spring;  but  beneath  that  veil 
nature  has  flourished,  shot  forth  and  unfolded 
her  beauties.  The  veil  is  raised — what  glories 
meet  our  eye !  I  stood  under  the  cheriy  tree, 
and  watched  its  silvery  boughs  waving  to  and 
fro,  now  concealing,  and  now  again  allowing 
me  to  have  a  peep  of  the  beautiful  blue  sky ; 
and  besides  I  had  the  apple  tree  opposite  me  to 
admire,  which  is  now  quite  covered  with  rosy 
blossoms.  There  is  brightness,  bloom,  and 
beauty  all  around;  the  magic  wand  of  joy 
seems  to  have  been  busy  here :  it  has  rested 
upon  the  boughs,  glided  over  the  hedges,  caused 
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the  birds  to  sing — eacli  living  thing  to  give 
forth  its  note  of  happiness. 

Mj  heart  opened  wide  as  I  gazed  far  into  the 
blue  sky.  Oh  I  gracious  God,  may  my  heart 
be  indeed  a  garden  of  the  Lord,  and  shoot  forth 
and  blossom  and  aim  heavenwards.  Were  it 
not  that  I  feel  very  happy  to-day,  I  could  be 
vexed  at  the  sense  of  my  vileness  and  sinful- 
ness, and  that  I  have  so  long  allowed  the  net- 
tles and  thorns  of  folly  to  flourish  in  my  heart. 
What  makes  me  so  happy  is,  that  I  love  Thee^ 
my  God ;  and  that  I,  a  poor  helpless  child,  may 
sit  at  Thy  feet,  gaze  up  into  Thy  heavens,  and 
rejoice  in  all  Thy  glorious  works. 

May  24. 

James  is  constantly  at  work  now,,  and  still  it 
seems  to  be  only  increasing  and  crowding  upon 
him.  We  young  ones  staked  the  peas  and 
beans  for  him  to-day ;  as  a  reward  for  which, 
he  gave  each  child  her  apron  full  of  lettuce, 
which  has  sprouted  up  so  much  lately,  that  even 
with  the  assistance  of  the  goats  it  has  been  more 
than  we  can  manage.  The  last  two  days  Kate 
has  worn  a  handkerchief  on  account  of  head- 
ache :  she  does  not  complain,  but  it  is  very  ob- 
servable that  she  is  suffering. 
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June  10. 

Can  it  really  be !  I  have  earned  seven  shil- 
lings and  fourpence,  all  mj  own !  Kate  looked 
very  sad  as  she  handed  me  the  money,  and  I 
rumpled  her  white  cap  in  my  joy.  I  then  ran 
to  James,  and  feeling  that  I  must  do  someLliing 
out  of  the  usual  course,  I  danced  a  jpas  seul 
before  him,  and  got  him  to  sing  his  favourite 


song  :- 


"  When  the  Prussians  marched  to  Prague." 


The  tune  suited  well  enough,  at  least  I  made  it 
do  so,  by  either  omitting  a  few  steps  or  adding 
some  when  necessaiy.  After  that  I  gave  him 
fourpence — half  the  sum  to  be  laid  out  on 
breakfast-rolls  for  Kate,  and  the  otlier  half  on  a 
packet  of  Louisiana  for  himself.  In  better  days 
he  used  no  other  kind  of  tobacco,  so  that  this 
will  be  a  remembrance  of  by-gone  times;  but 
those  times  shall  return  again — that  they  shall 
— if  I  have  to  work  day  and  night  for  them ! 
James  did  not  wish  to  take  the  money  ;  he  did 
not  like,  he  said,  to  spend  it  on  his  old  head, 
but  I  compelled  him ;  it  is  my  own.  Wiiat 
shall  I  do  witli  the  remainder? 

Jvne  12. 

Kate   continued    to   wqhv   the   brown   cni})e 
handkerchief  over  her  white  cap  ;  and  feeling 
3* 
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sure  that  the  best  remedy  for  her  would  be  to 
remain  in  bed,  I  rose  very  quietly  that  she 
might  not  hear,  and  prevent  me  ;  made  a  cup 
of  chocolate  for  aunt,  and  acorn-tea  for  our- 
selves. I  am  quite  convinced  that  both  were 
as  if  Kate  had  made  them  herself.  I  would 
then  have  sat  down  to  my  work,  but  it  was 
scarcely  day-light,  for  I  had  risen  very  early ; 
all  was  still — not  a  sound  to  be  heard  either  in 
the  house  or  garden,  except  the  nightingale's 
song ;  my  eyelids  became  gradually  heavier  and 
heavier,  till  at  last  I  fell  asleep  on  my  chair.  I 
was  aroused  by  Kate's  angry  words.  "  She 
may  commit  what  foolery  she  pleases  up  stairs, 
but  she  shall  not  waste  things  in  the  kitchen  !" 
There  had  been  three  times  as  much  chocolate 
used  as  if  she  had  made  it,  and  not  a  bit  better 
withal !  Small  thanks  to  me,  this,  for  rising  in 
the  middle  of  the  night.  I  was  at  first  stupefied 
with  anger  and  amazement,  but  I  soon  collected 
myself,  and  saying  in  a  very  solemn  voice, 
"  Miss  Catherine  !"  I  left  the  room.  I  seated 
myself  under  the  old  beech-tree,  and  had  a 
hearty  fit  of  weeping. 

It  was  hot  surely  our  Kate  that  uttered  those 
passionate  words,  but  the  wicked  old  Adam  that 
spoke  through  her.  She  thiiiks  it  was  folly  that 
induced  me  to  rise  thus  early,  and  that  I  had 
been  eating  aunt's  chocolate !     It  is  horrible 
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that  any  one  should  think  so  badly  of  me !  I 
had  no  appetite  for  breakfast,  for  there  seemed 
to  be  something  stopping  up  my  throat — a 
^iece  de  resistance :  I  remained  in  the  garden, 
and  taught  my  school.  I  was  very  much  struck 
by  the  portion  in  "Bogatzki"  that  I  opened 
at : — "  He  who  willingly  submits  to  chastise- 
ment, is  a  wise  man,  but  he  who  rebels  against 
it,  were  he  the  greatest  of  philosophers,  is  but  a 
fool ;  let  us  therefore  bow  to  the  chastening  rod, 
even  though  the  cause  for  which  it  is  sent  be 
not  quite  evident,  and  not  be  like  irritable 
thorns  and  thistles  whenever  we  are  touched. 
"We  cannot  be  reproved  for  any  fault,  however 
bad,  of  which  the  seeds  are  not  to  be  found  in 
our  hearts  ;  and  when  we  are  conscious  of  our 
infirmity,  and  struggle  against  it — ^though  not 
with  sufficient  earnestness  to  overcome  it — then 
God  often  sends  a  sharp  scourge  to  us  through 
a  fellow-being,  for  he  uses  the  faults  of  others 
for  our  good,  and  causes  thus  the  very  wrath  of 
man  to  praise  Him.  Let  us  then  receive  all  as 
from  the  hand  of  the  Lord,  and  strive  the  more 
against  our  infirmity,  in  order  that  we  may  not 
be  injurious  to  our  neighbour :  then  shall  we 
gain  both  a  victory  and  blessing ;  but  if  we  are 
impatient,  make  excuses  for  ourselves,  and  do 
not  allow  any  blame  to  rest  upon  us,  then  we 
make  bad  worse,  and  prevent  both  our  own  and 
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another's  improvement.  Lord,  make  ns  to  grow 
in  grace,  and  give  ns  patience ;  for  trials  are 
sure  to  crowd  upon  him  who  tries  to  run  away 
from  them.  May  we  be  in  the  daily  exercise 
of  love  and  humility,  that  we  may  love  even 
those  who  do  us  wrong  ?" 

I  cannot  prevail  with  myself  to  come  to  an 
explanation  with  Kate ;  she  ought  to  know  me 
better ; — eat  my  poor  aunt's  chocolate,  indeed  ! 
The  swelling  in  my  throat  returns  whenever  I 
think  of  it.  I  have  occupied  myself  all  day  in 
trying  to  devise  some  means  to  convince  Kate 
of  her  injustice ;  she  still  wears  the  handkerchief, 
and  looks  pale ;  perhaps  she  feels  that  she  has 
been  wrong. 

June  13. 

I  could  not  sleep  last  night,  there  seemed  to 
be  a  sword  piercing  through  my  heart;  and 
when  I  did  lose  consciousness  for  a  few  minutes, 
I  had  a  most  extraordinary  dream.  On  awak- 
ing, I  remembered  only  the  words — "  Tliou 
shalt  love  thine  enemy."  I  never  thought 
seriously  on  this  subject  before,  having  always 
considered  myself  very  kind  and  amiable.  Is 
Kate  then  my  enemy  ?  thought  I.  Oh,  liow 
hard  it  is  to  forgive  an  injury !  I  rose  and 
looked  through  tlie  room ;  the  moon  shone 
upon  Kate's  pale  face,  her  hands  were  clasped. 
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The  tears  rushed  to  my  eyes,  and  I  retreated  to 
the  window.  The  full  moon  had  risen  in  all 
her  glory,  and  was  pouring  a  flood  of  silver 
light  upon  the  sleeping  world.  I  gazed  into 
the  deep  blue,  and  longed  to  be  able  to  draw 
the  purity  and  calmness  of  the  heavens  into  my 
heart.  I  prayed  earnestly,  even  from  the  very 
depths  of  my  soul,  and  then  the  anguish  in  my 
bosom  subsided,  and  I  was  myself  again. 

Oh,  gracious  God !  I  am  ashamed  and  grieved 
that  I  could  not  bear  so  small  an  injury,  that  I 
have  thought  only  of  myself  all  day  long,  and 
had  not  power  to  think  of  thee. — ^All  is  smooth 
again  between  Kate  and  me.  The  path  of  duty 
was  made  clear  to  me.  I  lay  down  again,  slept 
quietly,  rose  early,  made  the  chocolate  and 
coffee,  and  did  not  go  to  sleep  after  it.  "When 
Kate  was  about  to  rise,  I  asked  her  in  a  kind 
manner,  not  to  do  so,  as  she  was  ill,  and  said 
that  I  would  manage  the  house-keeping  to-day, 
even  though  I  might  not  do  it  very  well.  She 
opened  her  eyes,  took  my  hand,  kissed  it,  and 
wept ; — ^I  wept  too.  Oh,  God,  forgive  me  for 
thinking  so  harshly  of  her;  she  loves  me  too 
much,  and  thinks  too  well  of  me — far  more  so 
than  I  deserve.  Kate  rose  for  prayers,  but  was 
obliged  to  go  to  bed  again. 
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June  20. 

I  have  a  feeling  of  apprehension,  as  though 
some  misfortune  were  coming  to  us.  Kate  has 
been  laid  aside  for  a  week  with  rheumatic  fever, 
but  has  felt  better  both  yesterday  and  to-day. 
During  her  illness,  I  have  visited  the  tailor's 
young  wife  three  times,  I  wish  I  could  also 
take  Kate's  place  in  speaking  words  of  comfort 
and  support  to  her,  poor  thing — ^she  needs  thena 
much  ;  she  has  been  confined  to  bed  for  twenty- 
one  weeks  in  consumption.  Kate  was  in  the 
habit  of  visiting  her  frequently  ;  and  now  each 
time  I  have  gone  to  see  her,  she  has  inquired 
if  Miss  Catherine  will  not  soon  come  %  She  said 
yesterday,  "The  Lord  will  not  take  me  away 
till  I  have  seen  her  again."  I  am  vexed  with 
myself  for  being  so  silent,  and  not  knowing 
what  to  say  to  her.  The  most  I  am  able  to  do, 
is  to  read  a  chapter  of  the  Bible,  or  repeat  a 
hymn  ;  but  she  seems  to  enjoy  that  very  much, 
and  smiles  sweetly  whenever  she  sees  me.  She 
is  gradually  becoming  weaker,  and  I  fear  she 
will  die  without  having  seen  Kate. 

June  26. 

I  was  roused  from  bed  last  night  again;  the 
tailor's  eldest  daughter  stood  weeping  at  the 
door,  said  her  mother  was  dying,  and  entreated 
that  Miss  Catherine  would  come  and  see  her. 
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It  was  quite  impossible  for  Kate  to  rise,  so  she 
sent  me.  "May  God  strengthen  you,"  said 
she ;  "  we  are  unable  to  do  any  thing  ourselves : 
He  works  through  us."  The  child  was  already 
out  of  sight  before  I  reached  the  slope  below 
the  beech  trees.  I  had  never  seen  a  fellow- 
creature  die — my  heart  beat  violently.  And 
what  should  I  say  to  the  poor  woman  ?  I  knew 
of  nothing. — The  stars  shone  brightly  over  head : 
I  kneeled  down,  and  gazed  upwards.  I  prayed ; 
and  as  I  did  so,  my  heart  swelled  high  : — "  Oh, 
gracious  God !  Out  of  the  fulness  of  Thy  love, 
wishing  to  bring  peace  to  us.  Thou  hast  over- 
come death,  and  opened  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
to  all  believers.  Oh,  gracious  God  and  Saviour, 
come  now  and  help  a  poor  weak  mortal !" 

I  entered  the  sick  room.  The  father  and 
children  stood  by  the  bed  on  which  the  dying 
mother  lay.  "  Not  Miss  Catherine !"  she  faintly 
murmured  on  seeing  me.  "What  could  Miss 
Catherine  do  for  you  ?"  I  tenderly  inquired. 
"  Oh,  she  could  help  me  ;  I  am  dying !"  "  No 
human  being  can  help  you,"  replied  I.  "  Our 
gracious  God  and  Saviour  alone  can  do  so  now. 
We  will  ask  Him  to  come  and  strengthen  us 
with  His  might."  She  nodded  assent.  "  Oh, 
Heavenly  Father,  be  in  the  midst  of  us,  who 
are  gathered  together  in  Thy  name !"  I  was 
astonished  at  the  fluency  with  which  I  prayed, 
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and  the  thouglits  that  came  into  mj  mind ;  and 
the  countenance  of  the  sufferer,  too,  showed 
that  the  petitions  suited  her.  Afterwards,  I  re- 
peated the  Greed,  which  she  softly,  breathed 
after  me — ^her  voice  growing  fainter  and  fainter, 
which  recalled  my  former  terror.  The  father, 
children,  and  I,  then  knelt  down  together,  and 
sang  the  hymn — 

"  To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 
My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone." 

The  countenance  of  the  dying  woman  bright- 
ened more  and  more.  She  breathed  her  last 
while  we  were  singing.  Oh !  may  I  never  for- 
get the  goodness  of  God  in  assisting  me  at  this 
trying  time !  I  joined  my  tears  with  those  of  the 
bereaved  husband  and  children,  but  soon  left 
them.  I  returned  to  my  seat  under  the  beech- 
tree,  and  stayed  there  a  long  time.  All  was 
still  and  calm, — the  stars  were  shining  brightly. 
I  sat  and  thought  till  the  present  seemed  to 
vanish  from  my  mind,  and  I  could  gaze  deep 
into  futurity,  as  though  my  race  of  life  were 
already  run.  Earthly  happiness  and  misery 
were  equally  unimportant  to  me  now, — ^Kate's 
life  of  sorrow  and  tears  seemed  fraught  with 
richest  blessings. 

I  walked  round  the  garden, — the  roses  were 
in  bloom, — the  vines  scented  the  air.     How 
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lovely  and  sweet  is  a  full-blown  rose!  True 
happiness  is  a  more  lovely  thing.  Would  that 
I  could  but  see  my  poor  aunt  really  happy ! 

July  16. 

Thank  God,  Kate  is  well  again !  My  uncle 
the  chamberlain  has  written,  but  with  such 
laconic  severity  as  to  make  poor  aunt  feel  bro- 
ken-hearted. He  calls  it  folly  in  her  to  dream 
of  my  being  a  Maid  of  Honour,  while  so  many 
young  ladies — daughters  of  men  who  have  dis- 
tinguished themselves  in  their  country's  ser- 
vice— ^have  vainly  sought  the  post;  but  oifers 
to  procure  me  the  situation  of  governess  with  a 
Frau  von  •  Schlichten,  at  Braunsdorf.  Kate  is 
quite  satisfied  with  the  proposal,  but  vexed  on 
aunt's  account.  To-morrow  will  be  a  sad  birth- 
day. 

July  17. 

I  laid  the  wreath  of  roses  round  Kate's  tart 
and  my  embroidered  cap  beside  it.  James 
brought  the  table-bouquet,  as  it  is  still  called, 
and  all  was  ready  to  greet  my  aunt  on  her 
forty-fifth  birth-day.  I  never  before  rose  so  sad 
on  this  day,  and  yet  methought  it  had  never 
dawned  with  greater  loveliness.  The  children 
came  well-washed  and  combed,  and  attired  in 
their  Sunday  dress.  I  put  a  nosegay  into  the 
hand  of  each,  reserving  the  largest  for  myself. 
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As  usual,  on  this  anniversary,  I  wore  my  white 
muslin  dress,  although  it  has  become  very  short 
for  me.  When  aunt  had  seated  herself  in  her 
arm-chair,  we  placed  the  table  before  her,  and 
ranging  ourselves  in  a  semicircle,  sang, 

"Ohl  let  Thy  grace  abide.** 

At  first  I  could  scarce  refrain  from  weeping, 
but  Kate  sang  out  with  a  voice  so  clear  and 
steady  that  I  soon  recovered  myself :  my  aunt's 
tears  fell  fast ;  and  as  I  knelt  down  beside  her, 
and  kissed  and  tried  to  comfort  her,  she  gently 
stroked  the  hair  upon  my  brow,  and  looking  at 
me  very  tenderly,  said,  "  I  doubt  not,  my  child, 
your  lot  will  yet  be  a  happy  one  !" 

July  20. 

I  have  a  great  weight  upon  my  heart ;  but  I 
need  not  fear,  for  God  knows  what  is  best  for 
me,  and  He  directs  all.  Michaelmas  is  the  time 
appointed  for  my  going  to  Braunsdorf.  One 
comfort  is,  that  my  salary  will  enable  me  to 
supply  all  our  household  wants,  and  to  let  Kate 
and  James  have  brighter  days.  Another,  that 
my  aunt  is  now  more  satisfied,  and  calls  the 
situation,  not  that  of  a  governess,  but  a  com- 
panion. I  shall  have  to  speak  English  with 
girls  of  sixteen  and  seventeen,  teach  music  and 
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drawing,  and  be  their  companion  generally. 
Also  to  instruct  a  little  girl  of  twelve.  The  lat- 
ter duty  will  afford  me  great  pleasure ;  but  I 
fear  lest  the  elder  girls  may  be  more  advanced 
in  their  education  than  myself. 

August  10. 

Kate  is  indefatigable  in  preparing  my  outfit, 
and  brings  treasures  to  light  of  which  I  had  no 
knowledge.  My  kind  aunt  has  also  given  me 
her  velvet  hat ;  the  feather  from  her  toque  has 
been  put  in  it,  which  makes  it  look  very  grand. 
I  do  but  little  work  now,  as  Kate  wishes  me  to 
have  some  recreation:  so  I  wander  along  my 
favourite  walks,  and  sketch  views  from  the 
loveliest  points,  which  I  afterwards  paint.  The 
little  pictures  are  very  pretty — they  shall  adorn 
my  room  when  far  away !  Nor  am  I  unmindful 
of  my  school :  Dolly  can  knit  now  as  well  as  I 
do  myself,  and  all  of  them  have  become  orderly 
and  clean.  Kate  has  promised  to  teach  them 
herself,  and,  if  necessary,  James  could  occasion- 
ally see  after  them, — they  are  both  so  kind  in 
wishing  to  lighten  the  pain  of  my  departure ! 
I  frequently  converse  now  in  English  with 
Adelaide — which  exercise  pleases  my  aunt 
extremely. 

August  24* 

The  chamberlain  has  written  more  kindly, 
and  provided  me  with  a  complete  outfit.     The 
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brown  taffeta  dress  will  be  very  nice ;  there  was 
a  sufficient  quantity  of  the  material  to  admit 
of  its  being  made  long.  I  seem  half  a  foot  taller 
in  it !  I'm  so  very  glad  to  have  got  this  outfit ; 
Kate  fears  it  will  make  me  vain. 

September  6. 

My  heart  grows  more  heavy  as  the  time 
draws  near.  I  am  busy  now,  trying  to  practise 
and  learn  as  much  as  possible  before  I  go,  for  I 
often  fear  that  I  do  not  know  sufficient ;  but 
aunt  gets  angry  when  I  say  so.  Oh,  to  think 
of  being  amongst  perfect  strangers !  Kate  tells 
me  that  my  path  will  be  more  rugged  than  it 
has  hitherto  been ;  but  my  comfort  is  that  I  do 
not  go  alone. 

Alone,  and  yet  not  quite  alone. 

Though  far  away  from  those  I  love ; 

For  Jesus  hears  each  tearful  moan, 

Draws  near  and  lifts  my  thoughts  above ; 

I  am  with  Him,  and  He  with  me. 
So  all  alone  I  cannot  be. 

September  12 

My  heart  is  more  and  more  full, — ^what  shall 
I  do !  I  am  collecting  and  packing  my  things. 
Kate  says  I  must  not  carry  off  every  thing  with 
me.  I  wish,  with  all  my  heart,  that  I  could 
take  the  whole  of  dear  Plettenhaus — aunt  and 
Kate,  and  James  too ! 
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September  16. 

This  is  a  morning  radiant  in  splendour  and 
glory  ?  Nature  is  calm  as  ever, — the  asters  rich 
and  beautiful, — the  brilliant  blossoms  of  the 
verbena  quietly  repose  upon  the  green  turf, — 
the  geraniums  mirror  themselves  in  the  pond — 
no  sorrow  touches  them.  Oh  !  the  lovely  forest  1 
I  walked  along  the  path,  and  so  great  was  the 
stillness  around,  that^my  footsteps  were  dis- 
tinctly heard  upon  the  moss.  A  woodpecker 
tapped  with  his  bill  upon  the  hollow  trunk  of  a 
beech,  and  the  sound  reverberated  as  through 
an  empty  church ;  indeed,  the  trees  arched 
overhead  as  if  to  form  a  temple  to  the  Lord, 
and  the  forest  seemed  to  be  a  holy  place.  After 
gathering  some  ivy  and  fern  I  stepped  up  to 
the  terrace — from  cool  shade  into  bright  sun- 
shine. Tlie  view  was  also  completely  changed ; 
— at  my  feet  lay  an  'extensive  valley  glittering 
in  the  sunbeams,  which  freighted  the  passing 
breeze  with  its  many  sweets ;  to  the  left,  Wen- 
derhof,  with  its  rich  meadows  and  the  soft 
mountains  beyond ; — to  the  right  lay  Walden- 
stein  upon  a  slope,  while  the  light  fell  through 
the  large  window  of  the  church,  the  spire  and 
turrets  of  which  stood  out  in  bold  relief  against 
the  sky.  The  shepherd  sat  as  usual  under  the 
old  forest-beech,  while  his  flock  pastured  on  the 
declivity — many  little  tufts  of  wool  hanging  on 
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tlie  red  dogberry  bushes.  I  seated  myself  once 
'more  on  my  own  stone ;  around  me  hummed 
the  flies  and  midges  as  merrily  as  ever,  and  a 
large  bee  was  buzzing  upon  a  high  thistle  oppo- 
site, their  songs  every  now  and  then  being  in- 
terrupted by  the  more  distant  bleating  of  the 
sheep ; — so  I  sat  musing  for  a  long  time,  and 
could  scarce  tear  myself  from  the  spot.  Fare- 
well, beloved  home  I 

October  4 — late  at  night. 

My  trunk  is  packed,  and  every  thing  is  ready ; 
but  my  limbs  are  trembling  as  if  with  internal 
frost,  and  I  have  a  feeling  of  woe  and  fear — ^I 
know  not  for  what.  The  rain  is  falling  in  tor- 
rents. The  Sheriff  and  his  family  are  very  kind 
— ^they  have  promised  to  drive  me  to  the  train ; 
and  on  Adelaide's  birth-day,  which  occurred 
lately,  they  presented  me  with  a  grey  shawl,  in 
such  a  delicate  manner,  too,  that  even  aunt  was 
not  offended.  My  own  dear  aunt  ?  I  wonder  if 
she  is  asleep  ?  Ah,  not  she !  Lord,  Thou  wilt 
be  gracious  to  her,  for  she  loves  much.  Oh, 
gracious  God,  strengthen  her,  give  her  Thy 
peace ;  and  strengthen  me  also — be  Thou  my 
faithful  guide ! 

Jesus,  go  before, 
Guide  us  evermore. 
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And  we'll  not  delay- 
To  follow  in  Thy  way ; 
Lead  us  by  the  hand 
To  our  Fatherland ! 


Should  the  road  be  bad, 
Let  lis  not  be  sad, 
Nor  in  the  darkest  days 
Rebel  against  Thy  ways ; 
Since  the  path  of  woe 
Leads  to  Thee,  we  know. 
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Oh !  Jesus,  leave  not  me, 
Though  full  of  sin  I  be — 

Love,  love  me  yet ! 
Oh  !  take  me  to  Thy  breast, 
For  there  I'll  find  true  rest, 
.  And  with  Thy  love  possest 
All  else  forget. 

When  I'm  with  Thee  above, 
I'll  thank  Thee  for  the  love 

That  sends  this  pain  ; 
Though  dark  my  way  appear. 
And  washed  with  many  a  tear, 
The  prospect  yet  will  clear, 

When  heav'n  I  gain. 

Oh !  guide  me.  Saviour,  now  I 
Submissive  may  I  bow 

Unto  Thy  will ; 
If  trials  be  my  lot — 
My  home  a  far-off  spot — 
There,  Saviour,  leave  me  not! 

Be  near  me  still  1 

October  5. 

We  were  to  be  off  at  five  o'clock,  in  order 
to  meet  the  train.  The  rain  still  continued  verj 
heavy.    I  approached  my  aunt's  bed,  to  bid  her 
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adieu — James  remaining  in  the  antechamber. 
Kate  stood  by  ns.  "We  all  wept.  "Forgive 
me,  dearest  aunt,  the  anxiety  I  have  caused  you, 
and  accept  my  thanks  for  all  the  trouble  and 
pains  you  have  had  on  my  account,"  said  I. 
How  sad  it  is  to  part  from  those  we  love !  I 
shall  be  very  lonely,  and  they  will  not  be  less  so. 
"  The  joy  of  our  life  will  be  gone  when  you  leave 
us,  dear  young  lady,"  said  James. 

I  leaned  back  in  a  corner  of  the  carriage,  and 
fell  into  a  dose,  for  I  had  not  slept  the  night 
before,  and  on  being  aroused,  when  crossing  a 
swollen  forest-brook,  I  heard  the  rain  pattering 
heavily  on  the  leaves,  and  a  chill  passed  over  my 
limbs  and  through  my  heart.  At  dawn  we  had 
left  the  hill  and  forest  country,  and  had  come 
into  level  pasture  land ;  the  rain  had  also  ceased. 
Tlie  villages  there  wore  a  gloomy  aspect — groups 
of  houses  without  trees,  and  to-day  every  thing 
seems  to  be  washed  grey.  In  such  a  dismal 
place  appeared  the  station,  where  we  left  our 
carriage.  We  found  some  peasants  and  postil- 
ions in  the  waiting-room.  James  took  as  much 
care  of  me  as  though  I  had  been  an  infant.  He 
gave  me  tea,  of  which  I  drank  one  cup  only, 
and  left  him  the  remainder.  Presently  some 
carriages  drove  up,  and  several  gentlemen  came 
in.  They  stared  at  us  in  amazement,  and  then 
whispered  together,  which  distressed  me  very 
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much.  James  said,  "  They  imagine  that  a  prin- 
cess is  travelling  here  incog.  Such  an  event 
does  not  happen  every  day."  This  forced  a 
smile  from  me.  But  when  the  enormous  engine 
thundered  away  with  an  overwhelming  speed, — 
separating  me  from  James  and  all  whom  I  love 
in  the  world, — my  heart  was  almost  broken ; 
still  I  commanded  myself,  not  wishing  to  be 
faint-hearted.  I  spoke  to  a  woman  beside  me, 
asking  her  about  the  stations,  as  I  was  afraid  of 
passing  the  right  one.  The  gazing  and  whis- 
pering still  continued.  Some  people  who  paced 
up  and  down  the  platform  each  time  the  train 
stopped,  stared  into  the  carriage  inquisitively, 
and  sometimes  with  a  sneer.  I  wondered  what 
there  could  be  so  striking  about  me ;  for  as  even 
the  good  woman  opposite  often  turned  round  to 
look  at  me,  I  had  no  doubt  that  I  was  the  sub- 
ject of  observation.  It  could  not  be  my  blue 
checked  dress — Kate  had  lengthened  the  skirt 
and  sleeves  with  a  stripe  of  black  satin — for  it 
was  covered  with  the  grey  shawl ;  it  must  be 
the  hat.  How  unfortunate  that  Kate  had  put 
in  the  feather,  and  yet  it  concealed  a  broken 
part! 

I  had  to  alight  at  a  solitary  inn.  I  tried  to 
overcome  my  bashfulness,  and  ordered  my 
luggage  to  be  brought  in  ;  but  even  the  porters 
seemed  to  be  amused  at  me,  which  made  me 
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assume  an  air  of  dignity  that  aunt  had  often  re- 
commended,— tliat  succeeded;  one  of  them 
even  carried  my  reticule  into  the  inn.  The 
carriage  had  not  yet  arrived,  the  train  rushed 
past,  and  I  was  left  a  poor  lonely  creature  in 
the  cheerless  room  of  the  inn,  looking  out  on 
the  grey,  bleak,  drenched  world.  My  bosom 
heaved,  my  lip  quivered,  but  with  God's  help 
I  restrained  my  tears.  A  voice  seemed  to 
whisper,  "  Alone,  and  yet  not  quite  alone." 

Patience !  The  Lord  is  here  also,  in  the 
strange  wide  world.  He  has  hearts  here  in 
which  He  dwells ;  He  will  give  you  favour  in 
their  sight,  so  that  you  will  have  some  to  love 
you.  Oh,  yes !  He  will  do  all  well,  only  have 
patience. 

I  hesitated  whether  I  should  order  coffee,  aa 
the  day  was  pretty  far  advanced ;  however, 
being  afraid  of  the  expense,  I  was  satisfied  with 
my  sandwiches.  Aunt  expected  that  I  should 
have  been  met  here  by  some  of  the  family  to 
whom  I  was  going,  and  after  partaking  of  re- 
freshments, have  proceeded  on  my  journey ;  I 
thought  so  too.  This  was  my  first  disappoint- 
ment.    How  many  more  will  follow  ? 

In  a  short  time  the  carriage  arrived, — an  ugly 
old  basket  upon  wheels,  with  horses  and  coach- 
man to  match.  I  could  scarcely  believe  that  it 
belonged  to  Fran  von  Schlichten ;  but  it  did. 


48  LOUISA  VON   PLETTEiraAUS. 

My  luggage  was  deposited  in  it,  and  the  coacli- 
man  pointed  me  to  a  seat  at  the  back.  I^ear 
me  there  lay  an  old  grey  cloak,  and  a  similar 
one — ^bnt  lined  with  Scotch  plaid — beside  the 
coachman.  I  asked  him  whose  cloak  that  was? 
and  learned  that  the  one  near  him  belonged 
to  Herr  von  Schaffau,  brother  of  Frau  von 
Schlichten — the  other,  by  my  side,  to  his  ser- 
vant, and  that  they  were  both  to  join  ns  at  the 
next  stage.  I  felt  it  very  humiliating  to  be 
obliged  to  sit  beside  the  servant,  and  a  swelling 
rose  in  my  throat ;  but  I  was  happy  withal  that 
my  aunt  did  not  see  it.  In  about  an  hour  we 
reached  a  sort  of  valley ;  the  large  village  of 
Graubergen  was  situated  on  a  barren  sand-hill, 
which  was  interspersed  here  and  there  with 
quarries  and  bridges.  At  one  end  of  the  village 
stood  a  castle,  where  we  had  to  wait  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour ;  then  several  gentlemen  ap- 
peared at  the  castle  gate,  among  them  an  elderly 
person,  and  a  young  man  in  travelling  dress. 
I  wondered  if  the  young  one  were  Herr  von 
Schauffau — ^he  is  tall,  slight,  and  very  aristo- 
cratic in  appearance,  but  I  did  not  like  him 
much.  He  was  accompanied  to  the  carriage 
by  two  gentlemen  who  saluted  me ;  they  spoke 
of  the  bad  roads  and  disagreeable  weather; 
Herr  von  Schaffau  was  apparently  much  an- 
noyed.    He  did  not  address  me  at  all,  but  took 
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the  reins  from  the  coachman,  and  was  so  im- 
patient to  be  off,  that  the  servant  had  scarcely- 
time  to  seat  himself  beside  me.  I  had  to  sub- 
due mj  feelings ; — who  knows  what  may  come 
next !  Many  of  the  nobility  are  said  to  be 
proud  and  haughty  to  their  governesses. 

We  had  scarcely  left  the  village  when  the 
rain  began  to  fall,  at  first  lightly,  but  more 
and  more  heavily  ere  long.  Herr  von  Schaffau 
muffled  himself  up  in  his  cloak,  and  did  not 
concern  himself  about  us.  Fearing  my  hat 
might  be  spoiled,  I  took  it  off,  laid  it  under  the 
seat,  and  covered  my  head  with  my  pocket 
handkerchief.  In  doing  so,  I  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  looking  at  my  neighbour  for  the  first 
time,  and  great  was  my  delight  to  see  a  kind- 
looking  old  face,  which  reminded  me  of  James. 
He  tried  to  shelter  me  from  the  rain ;  but  I 
think  what  chiefly  attracted  me  to  him  was  his 
being  the  first  person  who  had  shown  me  any 
kindness.  The  roads  became  worse  as  we  went 
on ;  so  much  so,  that  the  wheels  of  the  carriage 
frequently  stuck  in  the  ruts,  from  which  they 
were  extricated  with  difficulty.  One  time  when 
we  seemed  on  the  point  of  being  overset,  I  could 
not  help  screaming,  at  which  Herr  von  Schaffau 
looked  round  at  me  in  amazement.  I  then 
commanded  my  feelings,  and  soon  became  quite 
resigned,  although  I  was  half  frozen,  very  tired 
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and  hungry,  and  it  seemed  to  me  probable,  that, 
to  crown  all,  we  should  soon  be  tumbled  out 
into  the  mud. 

As  the  light  approached,  Yollberger,  my  com- 
panion, pointed  out  Braunsdorf  to  me.  It  is 
situated  on  the  high  road,  but  is  not  so  bare  as 
the  other  villages  which  we  passed,  there  being 
some  fruit  trees  scattered  through  it.  The  castle 
is  an  old  building,  having  two  small  round 
towers ;  it  is  surrounded  with  fine  old  trees. 
Yollberger  told  me  that  there  is  a  fine  park 
around  the  house,  which  will  in  some  degree 
make  amends  for  the  loss  of  our  beautiful  forest. 
Meanwhile,  the  rain  had  ceased,  the  clouds  dis- 
persed, and  the  golden  moon  rising  from  behind 
the  dark  wood,  seemed  to  me  an  omen  for  good. 
As  we  drove  to  the  gate,  I  perceived  that  one 
wing  of  the  castle  was  brilliantly  illuminated, 
which  threw  such  a  cheerful  gleam  around  as 
revived  my  drooping  spirits.  I  put  on  my 
hat  again  before  alighting,  and  plainly  saw 
that  Herr  von  Schaffau's  dissatisfied  look  was 
directed  towards  it.  I  shall  try  whether  I  can 
remove  the  feather. 

He  now  made  some  commonplace  remarks, 
as  though  constraining  himself  to  be  polite,  to 
which  I  answered  as  briefly  as  possible.  Yoll- 
berger left  us  in  the  hall  to  call  a  maid.  Herr 
von  Schaffau  handed  me  up  stairs,  and  as  we 
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were  passed  by  servants  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
and  heard  sounds  of  music  and  dancing  which 
proceeded  from  the  inner  apartments,  he  said, 
as  I  thought,  in  a  somewhat  ironical  tone, 
"These  are  agreeable  sounds  to  you,  I  dare 
Bay  ?"  I  did  not  well  know  what  to  reply,  for 
such  sounds  are  not  particularly  agreeable  to 
me.  "  Are  you  fond  of  dancing  ?"  he  continued. 
"  I  have  never  danced,"  I  at  length  replied ;  but 
it  struck  me  that  I  had  spoken  without  thought ; 
BO  I  hastily  added, — "  at  least  only  by  myself, 
or  with  the  Sheriffs  daughter,  Adelaide." 
Doubtless  Herr  von  Schaffau  thought  my  an- 
swer rather  silly,  for  a  very  peculiar  expression 
passed  over  his  countenance.  A  smart  look- 
ing girl  now  came  hastily  forward,  led  the  way 
to  my  room,  and  promised  to  provide  me 
directly  with  fire  and  candles.  But  she  came 
not,  and  I  had  time  to  look  about  me.  I  dis- 
covered that  I  was  in  one  of  the  towers :  two 
of  the  windows  of  the  apartment  were  com- 
pletely overgrown  with  ivy,  bright  moonlight 
streamed  through  the  others. 

Had  I  not  been  famished  with  cold  and  hun- 
ger, I  should  have  much  enjoyed  the  solitude 
and  quiet  of  this  my  ow^n  comfortable  little 
room.  But  my  present  condition  was  almost 
intolerable ;  the  merry  sound  of  music  reached 
me  from  the  brightly  lighted  windows  beyond, 
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and  I  could  even  see  the  shadows  of  the  dancers 
as  they  flitted  past ; — all  were  merry  and  cheer- 
ful— I  was  forgotten  and  quite  alone !  At 
length  there  came  a  low  tap  at  the  door ;  and 
on  my  saying,  "  Come  in,"  a  gentleman  entered, 
whose  tall  figure  I  recognized  by  the  moonlight 
to  be  that  of  Herr  von  Schaffau.  "Is  Lucy 
here?"  he  inquired; — "Have  you  no  light?" 
he  added,  with  surprise.  "  Not  yet,"  I  replied ; 
and  my  feelings  were  doubtless  betrayed  by 
the  tone  of  my  voice.  He  quickly  left  the 
room,  and  shortly  after  I  heard  loud  voices  in 
the  corridor.  My  door  was  then  noisily  opened, 
and  a  lady  dressed  in  rich  silk  rustled  in,  fol- 
lowed by  a  servant  carrying  a  branch  light. 
"  Such  a  disorderly  house  !"  she  angrily  ex- 
claimed ;  "  neither  light,  tea,  nor  anything 
else."  She  sent  the  servant  away,  and  gave 
farther  evidence  of  her  displeasure  at  the  un- 
comfortable condition  in  which  she  found  me. 
I  kissed  the  lady's  hand,  and  inquired  to  whom 
was  I  indebted  for  so  much  kindness ?  "I  am 
Aunt  Juliet,  sister-in-law  of  Fran  von  Schlich- 
ten,"  she  replied ;  "  and  as  she  does  not  trouble 
herself  much  about  your  pupil,  you  will  likely 
have  more  to  do  with  me  than  with  her. 
Lucy !"  she  cried ;  and  then  discovering  that 
the  sly  creature  had  concealed  herself  behind 
the  door,  she  led,  or  rather  dragged  her  into 
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the  room,  and  introduced  her  to  me  as  my 
pupil.  I  involuntarily  shrunk  back  at  the  ex- 
treme ugliness  of  the  child.  Her  face  was  thin 
and  sallow ;  and  the  heavy  eyebrows,  almost 
meeting,  imparted  a  sinister  and  distrustful 
expression  to  her  dark  eyes ;  while  a  turned  up 
nose  and  wide  mouth,  with  thin  lips,  gave  her 
altogether  a  forbidding  look.  Her  appearance, 
together  with  what  her  aunt  had  said  before, 
made  me  suspect  that  the  little  one  was  no 
favourite  with  her  mother.  I  was  affected  as  I 
stooped  down  and  asked  if  she  would  not  like 
to  be  with  me  ?  Lucy  turned  on  her  heel,  and 
her  aunt  apologized  for  her  leaving  the  room 
without  a  word  of  salutation.  Among  other 
things  she  said  to  me,  "  It  will  be  your  task" — 
and  the  shrill  voice,  harsh  features,  and  pointed 
nose,  seemed  to  grow  softer  and  milder  as  she 
spoke — "  your  task  it  will  be  to  gain  this  child's 
affections ;  the  little  heart  has  different  feelings 
from  what  one  would  imagine  from  her  look. 
You  seem  but  young  yourself,  my  child  ?"  she 
said  with  an  inquiring  look.  I  simply  rephed, 
"  I  am  eighteen."  "  You  look  almost  younger, 
and — do  not  make  yourself  too  consequential — 
not  that  I  have  any  thing  to  complain  of ;  you 
have  a  good  carriage,  it  is  true,  and  that  is  de- 
sirable in  a  governess ;  but  you  need  not  assume 
BO  dignified  a  look — ^not  at  least  when  you  are 
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presented  to  my  sister-in-law."  I  felt  that  what 
she  said  resembled  one  of  Kate's  exhortations 
to  humility,  at  least  I  shall  take  it  in  this  way. 
I  warmly  thanked  her  for  her  good  advice : 
gently  stroking  my  brow,  she  added  in  a 
motherly  tone,  "  Will  you  quickly  make  your 
toilet,  and  I  will  assist  you  and  lead  you  to  the 
company."  I  excused  myself  for  this  evening, 
with  which  she  was  satisfied. 

After  a  short  time,  my  tea  was  brought,  and 
I  made  myself  thoroughly  warm  and  comfort- 
able. It  is  now  midnight.  I  have  sat  a  long 
time  at  the  window ;  the  moon  has  travelled 
from  the  inhabited  side  of  the  castle  to  this  still 
part,  which  she  has  illumined  with  her  silver 
rays,  beaming  at  the  same  time  on  the  beauti- 
ful trees  and  the  soft  turf  of  the  park.  One  day 
is  past,  and  what  a  long  time  it  appears !  I 
have  learned  much,  and  have  much  yet  to 
learn.  Oh  Lord,  enlighten  mine  eyes ;  incline 
the  child's  heart  to  love  me ;  strengthen  me  for 
my  post ;  give  me  humility  to  bear  all  that 
Thou  layest  upon  me ;  let  me  always  remember 
that  every  thing  is  ordered  by  Thee — not  by 
man. 

October  6. 

"When  I  awoke,  the  sun  was  shining  brightly 
through  my  window,  and  I  found  that  I  had 
slept  too  long,  though  as  yet  there  was  no  stir 
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in  the  castle.  I  stood  at  a  window  which 
looked  upon  the  park,  and  was  enchanted  with 
the  unusually  magnificent  view  which  pre- 
sented itself.  An  extensive  lawn  stretched  far 
into  the  distance,  dotted  over  with  various- 
sized  clumps  of  trees,  which  also  adorned  the 
rising-ground  to  the  right ;  the  sun  beamed 
upon  their  branches  with  such  a  golden  stream 
that  it  were  hard  to  say  whether  his  rays  or  the 
mellow  tints  of  autumn  added  most  to  their 
brilliant  hue.  Beneath  my  window  lay  a  bed 
of  Chinese  roses,  which  mingled  their  perfume 
with  that  of  mignonette, — a  small  bridge  close 
by  led  to  a  path  in  the  park,  shaded  by  maple 
trees. 

My  toilet  was  soon  completed,  and  I  hastened 
down  more  fully  to  enjoy  this  lovely  morning. 
I  now  got  an  extensive  view  of  the  surrounding 
country  from  a  summer-house.  There  is  not 
the  same  uniformity  as  appeared  to  me  yester- 
day in  the  ruin, — every  thing  rather  seems  to 
greet  me  with  a  kind  and  friendly  welcome, 
which  as  yet  I  scarcely  venture  to  return. — Is 
my  life  here  to  be  a  happy  or  a  miserable  one  ? 

On  my  return  to  the  castle  I  met  the  fair 
Sophie  in  the  corridor.  "  So  early  up !"  she 
exclaimed,  "  and  you  have  not  yet  breakfasted." 
I  replied  that  I  liked  to  rise  early,  but  that  no 
person  need  be  inconvenienced  by  it,  as  I  was 
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in  the  habit  of  breakfasting  at  a  far  later  hour. 
I  seized  this  opportunity  to  inquire  about  the 
routine  of  the  family, — as  to  what  time  I  could 
see  Frau  von  Schlichten? — whether  I  were  to 
breakfast  alone,  or  with  the  family  ? — and  such 
like  questions. 

Sophie  related  more  than  I  wished  to  hear ; 
and  what  she  told  was  by  no  means  calculated 
to  encourage  me.  Aunt  Juliet  is  the  principal 
housekeeper,  and  manages  every  thing  as  she 
likes.  Fran  von  Schlichten  is  not  interested  in 
such  matters ;  she  is  very  careful,  however,  that 
the  house  shall  be  kept  lively  for  her  daughters, 
and  that  department  she  understands  full  well. 
The  estate  belongs  to  her  brother,  Herr  von 
Schaffau,  who  is  not  on  the  best  terms  either 
with  her  or  Aunt  Juliet ;  and  it  is  not  known 
why  he  thus  submits  to  petticoat-government. 
He  returned  half  a  year  since  from  a  length- 
ened residence  abroad.  When  he  left  home 
the  young  ladies  were  almost  children ;  and  now 
he  is  by  no  means  satisfied  with  them.  He  is 
reputed  a  strict,  stern  uncle,  and  it  is  feared 
that  he  will  not  bear  much  longer  with  the 
ladies,  if  they  do  not  alter  their  behaviour. 
He  and  his  servant  occupy  the  wing  to  the 
back  of  the  castle ;  and  there  is  as  great  a  con- 
trast between  the  domestics  of  each  department 
as  there  is  in  the  habits  of  their  superiors. 
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YoUberger  especially  is  said  to  be  an  old  sneak, 
a  hypocrite,  and,  withal,  to  have  great  in- 
fluence with  his  master, — so  that  if  Aunt  Juliet 
be  all-poweiiul  in  this  wing,  YoUberger  is  no 
less  so  in  the  other.  Two  more  opposite  char- 
acters this  world  never  contained !  Though 
the  old  man  does  not  always  tell  his  mind,  one 
can  easily  guess  it;  but  most  assuredly  Aunt 
Juliet  makes  no  concealment  of  her  feelings ! 

It  is  said  that  the  party  in  the  other  end  of 
the  castle  were  mainly  instrumental  in  dis- 
missing the  last  governess ;  and  YoUberger 
especially  seems  to  have  had  a  large  share  in 
the  achievement,  for  he  reports  every  thing  to 
his  master.  Aunt  Juliet  was  in  reality  glad 
at  the  young  lady  being  sent  away,  as  she  was 
very  unkind  to  little  Lucy,  and  led  the  elder 
girls  into  all  kinds  of  folly ;  but  she  wished  to 
oppose  Herr  von  Schaifau,  who  disliked  her 
very  much — and  this  made  her  extremely 
angry  at  his  effecting  his  purpose.  The  same 
amiable  motive  has  caused  my  being  brought 
here  instead  of  an  elderly  lady,  (sister  of  the 
minister  of  the  parish,)  a  highly  accomplished 
person,  but  said  to  be  a  bigot  and  a  simpleton. 
Tlie  young  ladies  cannot  bear  her.  Sophie  told 
me  all  this,  and  more  of  a  similar  character. 

I  can  now  fully  understand  Herr  von  Schaf- 
fau's  behaviour ;  but  I  feel  myself  in  an  inex- 
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tricable  maze.  "If  yon  wish  to  get  on  well 
here,  yon  mnst  keep  fair  with  Annt  Jnliet,  and 
her  party."  Thns  advised  Sophie.  I  thought 
for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  "  I  have  the  fear 
of  God  before  my  eyes  and  in  my  heart.  I 
hope  to  act  rightly,  and  will  leave  the  result  in 
His  hands."  She  opened  her  eyes,  but  said 
with  a  sigh,  "  That  is  the  best  way  after  all." 
With  a  little  hesitation,  I  inquired  if  there  were 
no  family  prayers?  "Bless  your  heart,  no!" 
replied  she ;  "  at  least  not  on  this  side  of  the 
house.  I  believe  Master  has  something  of  the 
kind  with  his  folk ;  and  our  new  pastor  tried  to 
establish  the  fashion  amongst  us,  but  failed. 
About  a  fortnight  since,  he  preached  a  thunder- 
ing sermon ;  and  as  Aunt  Juliet  thought  that 
he  evidently  had  us  in  view  in  doing  so,  she 
has  forbidden  us  to  enter  the  church  again. 
Though,  to  be  sure,"  continued  Sophie,  "we 
never  were  very  good  attenders ;  but  now  when 
I  wish  to  receive  the  Sacrament,  I  have  to 
accompany  my  parents  to  Remkersdorf."  I 
put  an  end  to  the  conversation,  having  suffi- 
cient subject  for  one  day's  reflection;  but  this 
was  only  a  small  portion  of  the  day.  I  had 
much  more  to  learn. 

After  I  had  unpacked  my  trunk,  arranged  its 
contents  in  my  room,  and  had  commenced  a 
note  to  my  aunt,  it  being  now  almost  noon, 
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Sophie  made  her  appearance,  according  to 
promise,  to  conduct  me  to  Fran  von  Schlichten, 
who,  with  her  daughters  and  guests,  was  partak- 
ing of  a  late  breakfast.  A  number  of  old  uncles 
and  young  cousins  are  staying  here  to  enjoy  the 
shooting  season ;  nor  is  there  any  lack  of  ladies ; 
and  every  night  a  ball  is  held  either  here  or  in 
the  house  of  one  of  the  neighbouring  families. 

The  lower  part  of  the  house  is  gorgeously 
furnished — rich  carpets,  vases,  and  silken  hang- 
ings meet  the  eye  in  every  direction.  I  paused 
in  the  antechamber — for  I  felt  very  timid — and 
heard  the  sound  of  many  voices  through  the 
open  door.  Oh !  it  is  a  trying  thing  to  go  alone 
among  such  a  number  of  strangers ;  but  Kate's 
consoling  words  rose  to  my  mind, — "  If  the  Lord 
of  lords  goes  with  you,  you  can  appear  with  con- 
fidence in  any  society.  Arrayed  in  His  armour 
of  humility  and  love,  you  will  effect  an  easy 
entrance  everywhere ;"  and  frightened  as  I  was, 
this  cheered  me.  Aunt  Juliet  rose  to  meet  me, 
which  caused  a  dead  silence  among  the  com- 
pany. All  eyes  were  turned  towards  me.  I 
was  introduced.  Frau  von  Schlichten  received 
me  with  a  condescension  of  manner  which  I 
did  not  at  all  like ;  next  came  Thekla  and 
Rosalie,  very  pretty  girls,  but  rather  undersized. 
"When  they  all  had  spoken  to  me,  I  was  left 
standing  by  myself.     Presently  Aunt  Juliet 
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turned  round  and  invited  me  to  join  them  at 
breakfast. 

I  had  now  an  opportunity  of  examining  and 
listening  to  the  company,  which  consisted 
chiefly  of  ladies,  as  most  of  the  gentlemen 
were  out  shooting.  A  rather  good  looking 
young  man,  accosted  by  the  ladies  of  the  house 
as  "cousin,"  and  by  strangers  as  "Herr  von 
Eeinberg,"  led  the  conversation,  but  struck  me 
as  being  so  silly,  crude,  and  commonplace  in 
his  remarks,  that  I,  was  surprised  the  young 
ladies  were  amused  by  his  would-be  wit.  An 
older  gentleman,  who  wore  a  huge  moustache, 
was  still  more  disagreeable ;  he  addressed  the 
ladies  with  a  familiarity  that  I  particularly  dis- 
liked. Kate's  description  of  the  world  was  now 
embodied  before  me.  Truly  "we  bring  our 
years  to  an  end  as  a  tale  that  is  told."  In  a 
short  time  a  slow  measured  step  was  heard  in 
the  antechamber.  "  Uncle  Schaifau !"  exclaimed 
the  young  ladies ;  and  to  my  astonishment,  a 
change  of  tone  was  immediately  assumed  by 
all  the  party,  except  the  old  gentleman,  who 
seemed  to  pride  himself  in  his  unaltered  bear- 
ing, though  even  his  manner  was  to  a  certain 
degree  affected  by  the  calm  solemnity  of  Herr 
von  Schaffau.  I  requested  aunt  Juliet  to  point 
out  my  routine  of  duty  as  soon  as  convenient, 
and  for  the  present  to  permit  me  to  look  after 
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little  Lncy.  She  answered  me  in  so  kind  a 
way,  that  if  I  had  not  thought  she  meant 
thereby  to  annoy  Ilerr  von  S chaff au,  it  would 
it  would  have  penetrated  my  very  heart. 

I  found  Lucy  in  a  room  near  mine,  which  the 
three  sisters  occupy ;  and  did  all  I  possibly 
could  devise  to  gain  her  affections.  To  my 
great  delight,  I  found  her  more  accessible  than 
she  had  been.  She  abruptly  asked  me,  "  Will 
you  be  as  amiable  to-morrow  as  you  are  to- 
day ?"  I  was  startled  at  the  sharp,  unchildlike 
tone  in  which  she  spoke.  "  With  God's  help,  I 
hope  to  become  more,  amiable  every  day,"  I 
earnestly  replied.  "What  do  you  mean  by 
God's  help  ?"  she  demanded  with  surprise. 
"  Do  you  not  understand  what  that  means  ?" 
"  Oh !  yes,  but — "  she  shook  her  head.  I  led 
her  to  the  window,  and  pointing  to  the  lovely 
view  without,  said,  "  You  see  that  high  arch  of 
heaven,  the  glorious  sun,  those  noble  trees,  these 
lovely  flowers  ?  Cannot  he  who  created  them 
turn  our  hearts  even  as  He  will  ?  "  Certainly !" 
replied  she  in  an  impatient  tone.  "Then,  I 
shall  ask  Him,"  I  continued,  "to  make  me 
more  amiable ;  and  also  to  give  me  your  heart." 
I  was  very  much  affected  as  I  uttered  the  last 
words,  and  clasping  the  child  in  my  arms,  I 
kissed  her :  she  looked  at  me  thoughtfully  for  a 
moment, — the  dark  eyes  glistening  with  tears, 
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and  her  face  from  that  time  seemed  to  lose  its 
ugliness,  and  to  grow  sweet  and  interesting. 

We  proposed  to  go  together  to  the  garden, 
and  as  the  sun  was  very  bright,  I  put  on  my 
hat,  and  instead  of  the  heavy  shawl,  wore  my 
muslin  mantilla.  Lucy  stared  at  me ;  "  What 
a  comical  figure  you  are !"  she  said.  "  How  ?" 
asked  I,  feeling  rather  perplexed.  "  Like  Pe- 
tronella  in  the  play  of  Preziosa !"  she  replied 
with  delight,  as  if  she  had  suddenly  hit  upon 
something  very  clever.  The  comparison  was 
by  no  means  agreeable  to  me,  for  Lucy  had 
already  given  me  a  description  of  the  actors, 
whom  she  had  seen  performing  the  comedy  of 
Preziosa  at  the  village  theatre.  I  wonder  if  she 
read  my  feelings  in  my  countenance !  for  she 
quickly  added,  "  She  is  very  pretty  too !"  I  felt 
ashamed  of  my  sensitiveness,  resumed  my  cheer- 
ful manner,  and  went  with  her  to  the  garden. 
We  there  seated  ourselves  upon  a  pretty,  rustic 
bench,  under  a  maple-tree,  of  whose  beautifully 
tinted  leaves  I  was  just  twining  a  wreath  for 
Lucy,  when  we  saw  and  heard  the  company  ap- 
proaching from  the  castle ;  they  stopped  at  a 
short  distance  from  us.  I  know  not  if  I  possess 
a  quicker  sense  of  hearing  than  my  neighbours, 
for  it  certainly  was  not  their  intention  that  I 
should  overhear  them — but  I  discovered  that 
my  toilet  was  the  subject  of  their  wit.     "She 
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looks  like  a  tragic  queen,"  said  Thekla,  in  reply 
to  some  previous  remark.  "  She  is  a  vain,  silly 
person !"  added  Herr  von  Schaffau.  Anxiously 
and  sympatliizingly,  Lucy  read  in  my  counten- 
ance the  impression  that  these  words  produced ; 
I  was  crimson,  and  as  I  involuntarily  removed 
the  unfortunate  hat  from  my  head,  she  sup- 
plied its  place  by  the  maple-wreath,  and  then 
bending  down,  tenderly  whispered,  "  Don't  be 
vexed !" 

I  kissed  the  child's  forehead,  and  on  looking 
up,  saw  Herr  von  Schaffau  standing  beside  us ; 
he  seemed  surprised  at  our  intimacy,  and  spoke 
most  kindly  to  Lucy.  I  cannot  think  why  his 
harsh  judgment  should  pain  me  more  than  all 
that  the  others  said !  Aunt  Juliet  closely  fol- 
lowed him,  and  placed  herself  protectingly  be- 
side me  ;  but  still  I  was  conscious  of  the  gazing 
looks,  and  impertinent  remarks  which  even  her 
authority  had  not  power  to  prevent.  An  elderly 
young  lady  approached  me,  and  said  with  af- 
fected kindliness,  "  What  a  pretty  hat  you  have 
got !"  I  looked  at  her  in  the  same  way  as  my 
aunt  used  to  do,  when  she  said,  "  Miss  Cath- 
erine !" — "  Yes,  a  pretty  hat !"  repeated  the  old 
gentleman  with  the  moustache,  "  But  pray  of 
what  fashion  is  it?  it  is  so  very  peculiar — so 
very  piquant !"  My  heart  swelled  with  pride 
and  anger,  and  felt  ready  to  burst,  as  drawing 
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myself  iip,  I  calmly  replied,  "  I  regret  not  being 
able  to  inform  you — the  study  of  fashions  has 
never  had  any  interest  for  me."  All  were  silent, 
and  I  perceived  a  visible  alteration  in  their 
countenances.  The  old  gentleman  however 
continued,  "  Yery  good,  indeed !  young  lady ; 
allow  me  to  compliment  you  on  your  elevation 
of  mind  !  an  empty  asseveration,  however  !  can 
you  affirm  upon  your  word  of  honour  that  you 
do  not  occasionally  glance  over  the  pages  of  the 
'Journal  des  Modes?'"  "I  assure  you  I  saw 
that  periodical  to-day  for  the  first  time,"  replied 
I,  still  more  calmly  than  before.  "Ha!  in- 
deed!" cried  he,  and  laughed  aloud.  But  I 
was  more  inclined  to  weep  ;  I  hated  myself  for 
having  answered  him  in  his  own  strain,  and  de- 
termined to  submit  to  any  thing  rather  than  thus 
defend  myself  any  longer.  Taking  Lucy's  hand, 
1  bowed,  and  quickly  left  the  spot;  no  one 
could  blame  me.  As  I  retreated,  I  distinctly 
heard  Aunt  Juliet's  scolding  voice,  and  shortly 
afterwards  Thekla  overtook  us,  politely  inquir- 
iug  if  I  would  not  join  them  in  their  walk. 
My  tears  by  this  time  had  gushed  forth ;  I  felt 
very  unhappy,  but  endeavoured  to  decline  her 
offer  kindly,  and  hastened  home  with  Lucy. 
In  a  most  unchildlike  manner  this  little  girl 
now  began  to  talk  of  her  sisters,  and  of  the 
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whole  company ;  she  has  indeed  a  formed  mind 
for  her  years ! 

I  became  aware  of  what  my  duty  should  be 
— ^it  was  difficult  for  me,  but  I  tried  to  excuse 
those  who  had  done  me  wrong,  and  speaking 
to  her  in  this  strain,  conveyed  a  lesson  of  for- 
giveness to  my  own  heart,  which  gradually 
removed  from  it  the  sting.  I  could  now  pray, 
"  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  help  me !"  I  could  also 
speak  with  pleasure  of  my  Lord  and  Saviour, 
of  pardon,  of  love  to  our  enemies  as  He  has 
loved,  and  still  does  love  us,  although  we 
coldly  and  unkindly  turn  away  our  hearts 
from  Him.  I  told  Lucy  that  we  should  both 
ask  the  Lord  to  take  possession  of  our  hearts, 
and  that  for  His  sake  we  should  love  every 
one,  even  those  who  injure  us.  She  listened 
attentively,  though  with  surprise ;  and  as 
Sophie  led  her  away  to  prepare  for  dinner, 
she  took  my  hand  in  hers  with  a  very  kind 
look,  which  did  my  heart  good.  In  a  short 
time,  Sophie  returned  to  assist  me  also  with 
my  toilet,  and  seeing  that  I  was  rather  indif- 
ferent about  it,  informed  me  that  my  prede- 
cessor had  always  dressed  in  the  most  re- 
cherche style.  She  would  have  related  a 
great  deal  more — ill-natured  things  too!  but 
I  requested  her  to  desist,  because  I  considered 
it  sinful  to  listen  to  conversation  of  this  kind ; 
6* 
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while,  on  the  contrary,  I  should  be  glad  to 
hear  whatever  of  a  pleasing  nature  she  might 
have  to  communicate  respecting  the  inmates 
of  the  house.  "  Oh !  that  is  very  amiable  in 
you,"  said  Sophie ;  "  but  you  will  learn  a  dif- 
ferent lesson  here,  I  can  assure  you."  How 
glad  I  was  now  to  put  Kate's  good  instructions 
into  practice,  though  in  my  own  weak  way. 
Sophie  is  a  frank,  kind-hearted  girl ;  she  at 
once  perceived  how  unkind  and  sinful  it  is  to 
speak  maliciously  of  others,  or  to  listen  to  any 
one  who  speaks  so.  I  told  her  that  we  should 
mutually  strengthen  each  other  to  resist  this 
infirmity  of  our  nature,  more  especially  on 
Lucy's  account,  as  we  are  now  responsible  for 
her  moral  improvement ;  adding,  that  she 
ought  never  to  hear  an  uncharitable  word 
from  our  lips,  since  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has 
said,  "Whosoever  shall  offend  one  of  these 
little  ones,  it  were  better  for  him  that  a  mill- 
stone were  hanged  about  his  neck,  and  that  he 
w^ere  cast  into  the  depths  of  the  sea."  Oh, 
gracious  God !  bless  these  words,  bless  them 
especially  to  myself,  give  me  strength  sutfi- 
cient  for  my  trying — but  withal,  my  interest- 
ing post.  Oh,  that  I  could  lead  this  child  to 
Thee !  this  aim,  and  this  hope  shall  compen- 
sate me  for  many  things  of  which  I  am  here 
deprived. 
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Full  of  magnanimous  and  forgiving  thoughts, 
I  descended  to  the  dining-room :  I  had  no  oc- 
casion to  use  them,  however,  nor  was  Sophie's 
anxiety  about  my  toilet  by  any  means  neces- 
sary, as  none  troubled  themselves  about  me. 
Koom  was  left  at  the  foot  of  the  table  for 
Lucy  and  me — two  boys  sat  next  us.  No 
blessing  was  asked,  and  I  am  ashamed  to  say, 
that  I  had  not  courage  to  ask  it  for  myself. 
The  boys  were  most  entertaining ;  "  Cousin 
Alfred,'  the  elder  of  the  two,  seems  particu- 
larly witty  and  agreeable ;  we  forgot  the 
grown  people  altogether,  and  were  quite  satis- 
fied with  our  own  little  circle  ;  I  was  even 
obliged  to  admonish  my  young  people,  as 
they  were  drawing  the  attention  of  the  com- 
pany towards  us.  Herr  von  SchaiFau's  search- 
ing look  often  rested  on  me ;  still  he  did  not 
seem  dissatisfied  with  our  merriment :  for  that 
matter,  his  opinion,  his  dissatisfaction  or  ap- 
proval are  alike  indifiPerent  to  me,  as  a  person 
who  speaks  and  judges  with  so  little  regard  to 
truth  and  justice  can  have  but  little  iniluence. 
Such  at  least  were  my  thoughts  during  dinner, 
and  whilst  indulging  in  them  I  felt  ample 
compensation  for  the  wrong  done  me;  these 
feelings,  however,  were  destined  soon  to  give 
way.  After  dinner  the  young  people  assem- 
bled to   act   charades    and  tableaux  vivants. 
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HeiT  von  Tiilsen,  the  old  gentleman  with  the 
moustache,  pressed  me  very  much  to  take  a 
part,  but  I  declined.  When  he  asked  ray 
reason,  I  replied  that  I  was  unacquainted  with 
the  game.  After  a  few  passing  observations 
he  inquired  if  I  had  any  motive  in  choosing  so 
peculiar  a  costume  ?  Kate  has  lengthened  and 
trimmed  my  white  dress  with  beautiful  richly 
embroidered  curtain-muslin.*  I  plainly  per- 
ceive that  I  am  attired  in  quite  a  different 
style  from  the  ladies  here ;  it  distresses  me  that 
I  should  be  the  subject  of  their  ridicule,  but 
it  shall  not  make  me  unhappy.  I  answered 
Herr  von  Tiilsen  that  I  had  been  accustomed 
from  my  childhood  to  dress  in  this  singular 
way,  and  that  my  friends  here  must  become 
used  to  it,  as  for  the  present  I  could  make  no 
alteration.  On  this  he  paid  me  impertinent 
compliments,  so  that  I  was  delighted  when 
HeiT  von  Schaffau  interrupted  our  conversa- 
tion.    I  then  retired  to  a  distance. 

Old  and  young  were  now  busied  in  making 
preparations  for  the  tableaux  vivants.  I  re- 
treated to  the  deep  recess  of  a  window,  drew 

*  WTien  reading  the  above,  our  heavy  drapery,  with  its 
coarse  fringe,  naturally  comes  to  our  naind's  eye,  but  before 
laughing  at  Lulu,  let  it  be  remembered  that  in  Germany 
curtains  are  often  made  of  the  finest  white  muslin,  trimmed 
with  light  and  pretty  embroidery. 
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the  dark  curtains  round  me,  and  found  myself 
alone  with  the  beautiful  moonlight  and  the  prettj 
bouquet  with  which  Sophie  had  supplied  me. 

*  I  was  sad  at  heart,  and  longed  for  my  home. 
I  looked  at  the  moon,  and  thought  that  her 
beams  were  now  resting  on  dear  Plettenhaus. 
I  closed  my  eyes,  and  would  fain  have  fallen 
asleep,  forgetting  all  this  strange  world,  and 
dreaming  of  my  beloved  home.  Presently  I 
heard  a  rustling  near  me,  and  on  turning  saw 
Herr  von  Schaffau  by  my  side ;  he  looked 
gravely  yet  kindly  at  me.  I  do  not  recollect 
the  words  he  used,  but  he  begged  my  forgive- 
ness for  the  pain  he  had  caused  me  in  the 
m.orning,  entreated  me  not  to  distrust  him,  but 
to  be  firmly  assured  of  his  kind  intentions  to- 
wards me.  I  was  touched  by  these  words, 
feeling  that  it  was  Zwho  had  need  of  forgive- 
ness. He  then  inquired  if  I  felt  home-sick, 
and  was  unhappy  here  ?  which  I  could  not 
deny.  On  his  asking  if  I  were  accustomed  to 
a  country  life,  I  told  him  that  I  had  never 
seen  a  large  town.  This  seemed  to  surprise 
him  very  much,  but  he  said  my  ignorance  was 
bliss.  I  then  told  him  many  things  about 
my  home ;  which  gave  me  great  pleasure, 
though,  I  must  confess,  that  his  manner  is 
much  naore  calculated  to  inspire  me  with  fear 
than  with  confidence.     Lucy  led  me  to  witness 
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the  acting.  I  saw  splendid  things,  but  was  nn- 
affected  by  them.  It  was  also  a  matter  of  per- 
fect indifference  to  me  that  Aunt  Juliet  did  her 
best  to  put  me  forward  in  preference  to  others. 
But  I  was  vexed  afterwards  to  hear  Lucy's 
shrewd  but  bitter  remarks  on  the  company.  I 
could  not  answer  them.  My  wisdom  was  ex- 
hausted for  to-day,  and  I  very  much  doubt  if  I 
am  fitted  for  my  situation, 

October  7. 

The  bright  and  lovely  Sabbath  morning  dis- 
pelled these  thoughts.  Long  did  I  remain  with 
my  hands  clasped,  gazing  into  the  deep  blue 
sky,  breathing  the  petition,  "Lord,  teach  me 
the  way  wherein  I  shall  go !"  The  verse  came 
to  my  mind, — "Thus  saith  the  Lord  God,  he 
that  believeth  shall  not  make  haste."  It  is  only 
under  trial  that  one  fully  appreciates  God's 
word.  My  constant  prayer  shall  be,  "  Lord,  I 
believe,  help  Thou  mine  unbelief!"  I  felt  very 
happy,  dnd  when  Sophie  came  into  my  room,  I 
would  have  liked  to  read  a  chapter  of  the  Bible 
with  her,  but  was  afraid  of  being  too  precipitate. 
I  shall  not  long  be  able  to  repress  my  feelings, 
and  do  not  doubt  that  I  shall  soon  win  over 
Both  Lucy  and  Sophie — ^with  Thy  help,  my 
God! 

I  asked  Lucy  to  accompany  me  to  church. 
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She  answered  me  that  her  aunt  had  strictly  for- 
bidden her ;  so  I  went  by  myself,  which  I  was 
rather  glad  of.  The  bell  had  not  yet  com- 
menced to  toll  when  I  reached  the  churchyard. 
How  calmly  the  sunbeams  rested  on  the  graves ! 
Some  larkspur  and  faded  garlands  alone  adorned 
the  withered  grass.  I  passed  from  tomb  to 
tomb,  and  made  acquaintance  with  the  silent 
brotherhood,  and  through  them  also  with  their 
survivors  in  the  village.  On  one  stone  I  read 
that  a  mother  was  lamented,  on  another  a  father, 
and  then  again  children.  In  a  newly  dug  grave 
rests  a  widow,  leaving  five  children.  Poor 
orphans !  I  wonder  if  you  are  as  well  off  as  I 
am,  or  if  you  know  the  true  source  of  love  as  I 
do.  I  laid  a  blossom  upon  the  lowly  grave,  wish- 
ing thereby  to  show  my  love  to  the  orphans. 

I  entered  the  church  at  the  first  peal  of  the 
bell ;  all  within  was  orderly  and  peaceful,  as  the 
house  of  God  ought  to  be ;  the  pews  are  of  dark 
carved  oak ;  the  castle  seat  particularly  grand : 
but  what  most  attracted  mv  attention  was  two 
monuments  on  either  side  of  the  altar,  represent- 
ing a  knight  with  five  sons,  and  his  lady  accom- 
panied by  five  daughters,  all  in  the  attitude  of 
prayer.  How  lovely  it  is  to  behold  piety  and 
humility  in  the  great  ones  of  the  earth!  I 
could  not  help  contrasting  these  figures  with 
the  present  occupiers  of  the  castle. 
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Service  opened  with  the  hymn, 

"  Come,  Holy  Spirit !  lend  Thine  aid/' 

in  which  I  joined  with  all  my  heart,  longing 
that  His  influence  would  descend  upon  us, 
bringing  peace  to  our  souls,  and  giving  us  true 
faith  in  our  Lord  Jesns  Christ. 

Unobserved  by  me,  Herr  von  Schaffan  en- 
tered the  seat  during  the  singing,  and  shortly 
before  the  sermon  commenced  Fraulein  von 
Kamberg  also  made  her  appearance,  causing 
no  small  bustle  by  her  entrance.  It  was  she 
who  said  that  my  hat  was  "  so  pretty."  She  is 
constantly  quarrelling  with  Aunt  Juliet,  out  of 
love  to  Herr  von  Schaffau  ;  probably  this  is  also 
her  motive  for  acting  in  opposition  to  the  com- 
mand not  to  go  to  church. 

I  had  difficult}^  in  overcoming  my  liability  to 
indulge  in  foolish  wandering  thoughts :  but  the 
sermon  helped  me.  The  text  was  taken  from 
the  Gospel  for  the  day,  (Luke  xiv.  1-11,)  and 
the  preacher  dwelt  particularly  on  the  verse, 
''  Whosoever  exalteth  himself  shall  be  abased, 
but  he  that  humbleth  himself  shall  be  exalted." 
A  lowly  path  is  not  the  one  I  would  choose  for 
myself,  and  I  should  not  like  to  be  driven  into 
it,  as  Kate  always  prophesied,  by  the  applica- 
tion of  "  needs-must."  No,  fain,  would  I  lay  all 
my  concerns  at  the  feet  of  my  Lord,  and  know 
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no  will  but  His.  How  thankful  I  am  to  have 
met  with  a  good  minister  here  ;  it  is  just  what 
we  needed  at  home.  Kate's  prayers  have  been 
heard.  Whenever  matters  go  wrong  with  me 
at  the  castle  I  will  betake  myself  to  the  little 
parsonage.  Herr  von  Schaffau  waited  for  me 
at  the  door,  but  I  remained  behind,  not  wishing 
to  join  him,  and  even  after  all  the  congregation 
had  left,  it  was  with  great  reluctance  that  I  tore 
myself  from  the  sacred  spot.  The  church  and 
vicarage  are  prettily  situated  on  a  hill ;  two  fine 
old  lime  trees  grow  on  an  eminence  to  the 
back ;  and  a  walk  shaded  by  chestnut  trees 
leads  into  a  cherry  orchard  farther  off.  Had  it 
not  been  Sabbath,  I  should  have  liked  to  sketch 
the  scene  on  the  spot.  As  I  proceeded  along 
the  path  leading  to  the  parsonage,  hesitating 
whether  I  might  venture  to  call  there  to-day,  a 
small  wicket-door  opened  in  the  garden  wall, 
and  I  observed  a  number  of  little  heads  moving 
about.  On  my  saluting  them  they  came  closer 
to  me.  I  then  seated  myself  on  a  tomb-stone, 
and  was  soon  surrounded  by  five  dear  little 
children,  who  questioned  me,  and  chatted  to 
me  quite  familiarly.  I  learned  from  them  that 
their  papa  was  occupied  with  his  Sunday  du- 
ties, that  mamma  was  in  the  kitchen  making 
preparation  for  dinner,  and  that  Mr.  Heber  was 
waiting  in  the  garden  for  the  two  younger  girls. 
7 
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I  promised  to  visit  them  soon,  kissed  the  little 
ones,  and  returned  home  by  the  park.  In  the 
vicarage,  all  bespeaks  a  bright  and  peaceful 
Sabbath; — ^in  the  castle,  there  is  nothing  but 
noise  and  confusion.  There  are  preparations 
making  for  a  ball  this  evening  again,  which  is 
to  be  attended  by  many  of  the  neighbouring 
gentry.  Sounds  of  laughter  and  merriment 
proceeded  from  the  breakfast-room  as  I  entered. 
I  took  off  my  bonnet  and  shawl  in  the  ante- 
chamber, and  as  I  glanced  at  the  mirror,  fancied 
that  I  could  trace  a  resemblance  in  myself  to  the 
sculptured  lady  in  church.  Kate  has  made  me 
a  dress  out  of  my  aunt's  black  silk  summer 
mantle ;  it  is  rather  tight  and  pinched  for  me, 
so  that,  with  white  lace  round  the  neck,  it  is 
not  very  unlike  the  costume  which  was  worn 
by  ladies  of  the  middle  ages.  Herr  von  Tiilsen 
accosted  me.  "  Well,  young  lady,  to-day  you 
resemble  a  sister  of  charity."  "  I  wish  I  were 
one,"  replied  I,  cheerfully.  "Ha!  you  have 
just  come  from  church ;  that  accounts  for  your 
pious  aspiration.  I  assure  you  it  will  be  rather 
dangerous  for  you  to  listen  much  to  that  thuu- 
derer  of  the  law."  He  then  continued  to  speak 
in  a  very  irreverent  manner  of  sermons  and 
divine  worship,  which  seemed  to  amuse  his 
youthful  auditors,  although  occasionally  they 
stole  timid  glances  at  Herr  von  Schaffau,  who 
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Btood  somewhat  near  us,  but  was  talking  so 
busily  that  he  did  not  hear  the  conversation.  I 
looked  round  to  see  if  there  were  no  one  who 
would  reprove  the  blasphemer.  He  suddenly 
turned  to  me  and  said,  "  Are  you  always  so 
quiet,  Mademoiselle?"  I  replied  that  he  had 
awed  me  into  silence,  never  having  heard  any 
one  before  speak  as  he  had  done.  He  coloured, 
and  that  gave  me  a  little  more  courage.  "  Do 
not  suppose  that  I  am  a  bad  Christian,"  said 
he.  "  You  are  not  a  Christian  at  all,"  I  gravely 
replied.  He  then  tried  to  defend  himself,  say- 
ing that  he  was  an  admirer  of  pulpit  eloquence, 
and  also  delighted  in  sacred  music.  I  was  glad 
to  perceive  that  his  hollow  speech  sounded  so 
empty  as  to  make  no  impression  upon  his  au- 
ditors; but  not  wishing  any  further  conversa- 
tion with  him  on  the  subject,  on  his  calling  our 
chants  "  lullabies,"  I  rose,  and  seating  myself  at 
the  piano,  endeavoured  to '  draw  out.  the  full 
tones  of  base  and  treble,  so  as  to  imitate  the 
sound  of  the  organ,  while  I  sang 

"  Come,  Holy  Spirit!  lend  Thine  aid," 

and  I  did  truly  feel  the  power  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  It  seemed  even  to  move  the  hearts  of 
my  hearers ;  the  chattering  and  laughing  were 
silenced ;  and  when  the  music  ceased,  I  saw  a 
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subdued  expression  on  every  countenance  ex- 
cept on  that  of  Herr  von  Tiilsen,  who  exclaimed, 
"Bravo!  bravo!"  Kosalie  laid  her  hand  on 
my  shoulder  and  said,  "Beautiful!"  Aunt 
Juliet  was  very  loud  in  her  praise,  in  order  to 
make  me  seem  superior  to  others  whom  she 
wished  to  decry.  Herr  von  Tiilsen  agreed  with 
her,  protesting  that  my  voice  was  worth  fifty 
thousand  dollars  a-year ;  adding,  that  he  would 
be  quite  happy  could  he  only  hear  me  sing  a 
scene  in  the  opera  of  Eomeo.  He  then  begged 
to  hear  another  hymn,  which  request  I  was  much 
inclined  to  gratify,  as  I  am  ashamed  to  say  it 
gave  me  a  momentary  pleasure  to  be  of  some 
consequence  in  the  eyes  of  these  people;  but 
pst  then  I  met  the  searching  glance  of  Herr 
von  Schaffau,  who  had  listened  with  a  look  of 
extreme  apathy  to  Aunt  Juliet's  adulatory 
speeches.  I  read  in  his  countenance  the  ex- 
pression, "  Was  I  not  right  in  supposing  her  to 
be  a  vain  silly  person  ?"  I  felt  that  such  I  was, 
but  still  did  not  wish  to  appear  so  to  others ;  so 
I  declined  Herr  von  Tiilsen's  request  that  I 
should  play  a  symphony ;  and  perceiving  that 
the  young  people  were  preparing  for  a  walk,  I 
hastened  with  Lucy  from  the  room.  Many 
very  foolish  thoughts  entered  my  mind.  Oh  I 
what  need  we  have  to  be  constantly  on  our 
guard,  praying,  "  Lead  us  not  into  temptation," 
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for  subtle  is  the  tempter.  When  the  question 
arose  in  my  mind, — ^Is  it  sinful  to  act  conforma- 
bly to  one's  station  in  life,  and  to  be  esteemed 
by  the  world  ?  he  insinuated,  that  my  aunt  had 
held  it  a  sacred  duty  in  me  never  to  lose  sight 
of  my  rank,  as  otherwise  I  should  be  of  little 
use  in  my  situation.  Then  it  seemed  very  evi- 
dent to  me,  that  if  I  had  no  respect  paid  me  in 
the  house,  I  could  not  hope  to  have  any  influ- 
ence over  my  pupils.  Oh !  that  delusion  has 
quite  passed  away  now ;  the  hours  of  solitude 
have  been  blessed  to  me ;  but  I  must  be  careful 
to  avoid  for  the  future  this  whirlpool  of  conflict- 
ing emotions.  Oh,  gracious  God,  strengthen 
my  heart,  and  grant  me  grace  to  feel  thee 
always  near  me ! 

LOUISA   TO    HER   AUNT. 

October  12. 

Beloved  Aunt, — ^I  will  write  all  my  letter  to- 
day, and  send  it  to  the  post  to-morrow,  that  you 
may  hear  from  me  at  last.  You  would  enjoy 
being  in  my  little  room,  for  I  assure  you  it  pos- 
sesses every  comfort.  Do  not  be  concerned 
that  I  arrange  my  hair  without  any  help,  for  I 
do  it  quickly  and  well — so  that  even  when 
Sophie  has  time,  I  do  not  accept  her  assist- 
ance.* 
7* 
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Now  I  shall  tell  you  about  yesterday,  and  let 
James  also  hear  this,  for  I  know  it  would  give 
him  pleasure.  I  wish,  dear  aunt,  you  could 
have  seen  Frau  von  Ramberg  as  I  did,  in  her 
blue  brocaded  satin  dress,  and  plume  of  bird  of 
Paradise  feathers.  But  no !  I  consider  you 
happy  in  your  own  little  quiet  world.  Tell 
Kate  that  Sophie  has  taken  the  white  feather 
out  of  my  hat,  and  trimmed  it  with  rose-coloured 
ribbon  instead.  It  was  too  showy,  and  now  is 
much  plainer,  but  yet  it  looks  very  respectable. 

As  to  the  rest  of  my  wardrobe,  it  is  excellent 
and  quite  sufficient  for  me.  It  would,  indeed, 
be  foolish  to  try  to  compete  in  dress  with  the 
ladies  here,  wIk)  often  perform  their  toilet  three 
times  a  day.  When  Sophie  came  to  me  yester- 
day afternoon  to  assist  me,  she  was  quite  shocked 
to  find  that  I  had  not  a  single  ball-dress ;  but  I 
assure  you  she  looked  somewhat  surprised  on 
my  producing  the  handsome  gown  that  uncle 
gave  me.  She  placed  white  camellias  in  my 
hair,  and  also  in  my  breast,  and  they  looked 
beautiful  upon  the  shining  bronze-coloured 
dress.  For  once,  I  was  able  to  rustle  down 
stairs  and  through  the  rooms.  Several  livery 
servants  stood  in  the  antechamber.  I  have 
since  made  an  exact  likeness  of  one  of  them, 
and  now  send  it  to  James,  that  he  may  see  how 
his  fellows  look  now-a-days.    I  hope  to  be  able 
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to  send  him  a  suit  of  livery  at  Christmas ;  but 
do  not  mention  this  to  him.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  Yollberger,  none  of  the  servants  are  so 
active  or  so  accomplished  as  he, — ^tell  him  so, 
dear  aunt. 

When  I  joined  the  company,  I  was  dazzled 
with  the  splendour  of  the  dresses  and  the  adorn- 
ment of  the  rooms, — the  elderly  ladies  were  at- 
tired in  brocaded  satin,  with  head-dresses  of 
lappets  and  feathers, — the  young  ladies  were  in 
gauze  and  crape,  their  ornaments  being  flowers ; 
and  what  a  flow  of  talk  and  compliment  passed 
between  them !  The  gentlemen,  with  their 
white  cravats  and  gloves,  tripped  lightly  along 
the  smooth  floor ;  the  violins  were  being  tuned 
in  the  orchestra.  I  must  confess  that  so  com- 
pletely overwhelmed  was  I  with  the  grandeur 
of  the  scene,  that  I  did  not  venture  through  the 
room  alone, — but  willingly  submitted  myself  to 
Lucy's  guidance,  who  conducted  me  to  where 
the  young  ladies  were  assembled.  Dear  Kate, 
are  you  afraid  ?  Oh,  no !  the  temptation  passed, 
and  I  did  not  dance.  Do  you  know  why  ?  Be- 
cause no  one  asked  me ;  at  least  not  till  the  de- 
lusion was  over.  I  saw  how  the  old  ladies  led 
their  daughters  so  prettily  through  the  saloon ; 
how  the  young  ladies  became  more  and  more 
lively  ;  how  they  flew  round  the  room,  and 
then  stood  panting  before  me.     If  I  could 
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but  describe  to  you  the  looks  of  scorn  and  con- 
passion  which  they  cast  upon  me — it  made  me 
feel  so  proud,  and  vow  in  my  own  mind  never 
to  dance :  but  not  on  this  account  have  I  so  de- 
cided,— no,  dearest  Kate,  I  thought  of  your  de- 
scription of  such  scenes.  It  seemed  as  if  I  saw 
Satan  leading  the  company,  as  though  he  laid  a 
net  covered  with  tinsel  and  vain  glitter  in  order 
to  catch  souls.  Dearest  Kate,  you  certainly 
were  alone  in  your  little  chamber  at  that  time : 
you  must  have  been  praying  for  me  then, — 
offering  up  the  petition,  "Lead  her  not  into 
temptation  ?" — ^for  I  suddenly  felt  a  wonderful 
power  exerted  over  my  mind;  the  splendour 
of  the  scene  vanished.  I  saw  only  a  miserable 
pageant,  and  wondered  at  the  folly  of  those  who 
lead  such  a  mad  life. 

Herr  von  Tiilsen  now  came  up  and  asked  me 
to  dance,  which  I  declined.  Several  young 
gentlemen  followed  him  :  I  refused  them  also. 
I  would  have  left  the  saloon  had  not  Lucy 
pressed  me  to  wait  for  the  ices.  I  remained  in 
my  quiet  little  corner,  screening  my  face  with 
my  bouquet,  and  indulging  my  own  thoughts. 
Lucy  sat  in  the  opposite  corner  of  the  sofa — the 
ices  were  long  in  coming — ^Lucy  fell  asleep — 
the  sounds  of  music  and  dancing  grew  more  and 
more  indistinct — ^my  eyelids  became  heavier  and 
heavier,  and  at  last  I  followed  her  example. 
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Herr  von  Tiilsen's  loud  laugh  awoke  us.  "  How 
can  you  sleep  here  in  the  midst  of  all  this 
noise  ?"  I  felt  just  like  one  who  sits  in  a  warm, 
comfortable  room,  and  hears  the  storm  and 
wind  raging  outside.  He  wished  to  inquire 
farther  into  the  cause  of  my  not  dancing,  but  I 
did  not  satisfy  him.  Rosalie  and  some  other 
ladies,  whose  dresses  were  soiled  with  dancing, 
and  who  looked  very  much  wearied,  came  over 
to  us,  and  we  made  room  for  them  on  the  sofa. 
Had  I  still  been  dazzled  with  the  splendour  of 
the  scene  as  I  was  at  first,  the  infatuation  would 
now  have  been  dispelled.  There  is  nothing 
more  wretched-looking  than  a  company  who 
are  wearied  by  dancing  and  want  of  sleep, 
especially  to  one  who  feels  quite  refreshed,  as 
was  then  my  case.  I  was  very  cheerful  on 
awaking,  and  only  lamented,  with  Lucy,  that  I 
had  slept  when  the  ices  were  handed  round. 
Herr  von  Schaffau,  who  heard  this,  kindly 
promised  to  supply  us  with  some  next  day. 
Herr  von  Tiilsen  looked  at  him  with  surprise, 
and  turning  to  Rosalie  and  me,  whispered  in  an 
ironical  tone,  "  Our  worthy  host  is  in  a  gracious 
mood  to-day ;  to  what  are  we  indebted  for  his 
being  attracted  hither !  He  is  not  in  the  habit 
of  honouring  us  with  his  company  on  such  oc- 
casions." "  I  should  think  not,"  said  I.  "  Why 
so  ?"   "  Because  he  would  weary  here."   "  Many 
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thaiiks  for  the  compliment!"  said  Herr  von 
Tiilsen,  laughing.  I  was  silent, — ^perhaps  it  was 
rather  forward  of  me  to  speak  so ;  but,  dearest 
aunt,  I  have  thereby  gained  myself  respect. 
Rosalie  agreed  with  me,  and  Her  von  Tiilsen 
also  began  to  philosophize  on  the  subject. 
However,  I  soon  wished  them  good  morning, 
and  left  the  saloon  with  Lucy. 

At  mid-day  I  met  our  worthy  ladies  in  the 
breakfast  room.  Frau  von  Schlichten  had  de- 
termined that  the  conversation  lessons  should 
begin  to-day.  If  I  had  been  struck  the  previous 
night  by  the  wretched  looks  of  the  company, 
I  was  far  more  so  now.  The  gentlemen  were 
the  best  off  of  the  party,  as  they  had  gone  out 
shooting  ;  the  ladies — tired  and  spent — pro- 
tested against  speaking  English,  as  did  also 
Herr  von  Tiilsen,  who  does  not  understand  the 
language.  The  conversation  soon  turned  upon 
the  past  evening;  Thekla  and  Fraulein  von 
Ramberg  displayed  great  wit  as  they  criticised 
the  company  in  succession.  My  indignation 
rose — Lucy  listened  to  all,  and  even  joined  in 
the  laughter.  I  felt  it  was  my  duty  as  govertiess 
to  interfere.  Dear  aunt,  you  have  always 
doubted  my  abilities  in  this  way,  but  Kate  is 
right,  "When  the  Lord  places  any  one  in  a 
post.  He  gives  understanding  for  the  fulfilment 
of  its  duties."    I  have  gained  their  respect  by 
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this  also.  Herr  von  Tiilsen  came  to  my  assist- 
ance,— "What  say  you  to  all  this  scandal?" 
said  he,  jokingly,  to  me.  "  Do  you  not  think  it 
shocking?"  "Certainly!"  I  quickly  replied. 
"  Now  you  may  rest  assured  that  your  friends 
criticise  you  in  just  a  similar  manner,"  he 
added,  turning  playfully  to  the  young  ladies. 
"Comfort  yourselves  with  that!"  "Do  you 
suppose  we  have  given  them  cause  to  do  so  !" 
asked  Thekla,  sharply.  "  That  does  not  matter," 
replied  I ;  "it  depends  entirely  upon  the  un- 
charitableness  of  the  judges."  "Yes,  and  on 
their  love  of  talking  scandal,"  chimed  in  Herr 
von  Tiilsen.  "  Only  recollect  that  the  ladies  in 
Graubergen  are  at  least  as  much  ennuye  as 
yourselves,  and  you  need  not  be  surprised  if 
they,  at  this  moment  are  conversing  in  a  similar 
strain."  "You  should  not  jest  about  it,"  inter- 
rupted I ;  "  this  is,  in  my  opinion,  much  too 
serious  a  matter  for  sport."  "  I  hand  over  all 
serious  subjects  to  Fraulein  von  Ramberg,  who 
likes  to  discuss  such  points,"  said  Herr  von 
Tiilsen.  "  May  I  beg  of  her  to  repeat  the  com- 
mandment most  suitable  for  the  occasion  ?" 
"  You  mistake,  I  am  not  the  governess  here," 
said  that  lady  sharply.  "The  duty  then  de- 
volves upon  me,"  answered  I  with  some  dig- 
nity. "  "We  all  know  the  ninth  Commandment, 
*  Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness  against  thy 
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neighbour,'  which  simply  means,  that  we  should 
love  and  fear  God,  that  we  should  not  calum- 
niate, slander,  backbite,  or  bring  an  evil  report 
against  our  neighbour ;  but  should  excuse,  speak 
well  of  him,  and  always  put  the  most  charitable 
construction  on  his  actions." 

Frau  von  Schlichten  with  some  elderly  ladies 
now  entered  the  room,  and  interrupted  our  con- 
versation. They  had  got  megrims,  and  were  in 
very  bad  humour.  The  company  of  the  pre- 
ceding evening  afforded  them  also  a  subject 
whereon  to  exercise  their  satire,  which  they  did 
with  still  more  bitterness  than  the  young  people. 
"  As  the  old  cock  crows,  the  young  ones  learn," 
whispered  Horr  von  Tiilsen  to  us.  "  Will  you 
not  repeat  the  ninth  Commandment  to  the 
mammas  also?"  asked  Thekla.  I  gave  her  a 
stern  look,  and  changed  the  subject.  Dearest 
aunt,  you  see  I  have  not  allowed  my  dignity  to 
die  away,  but  I  support  it  best  when  seeking  to 
promote  the  glory  of  God — pray  for  me.  Oh, 
what  a  comfort  it  is,  in  the  midst  of  this  whirl 
of  gaiety  and  worldly-mindedness,  to  be  able  to 
rest  my  thoughts  on  those  at  home,  to  think  of 
your  quiet,  happy  life,  and  your  peaceful  abode ! 
I  hope  to  send  you  a  large  box  at  Christmas ; 
James  will  have  to  take  the  cart  for  it.  Adieu, 
dearest  aunt ;  my  fond  love  to  you.  May  God 
strengthen,  and  give  you  health,  and  peace ! 
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To  Kate,  my  darling  Kate,  I  send  a  thousand 
kisses.  Does  James  still  superintend  my  little 
colony  ?  It  is  of  no  consequence  now  if  David 
treads  upon  the  box-border,  as  box  is  no  longer 
in  fashion.  Only  think!  Herr  von  Schaifau 
sent  a  large  iced  tart  for  Lucy  and  me  to  our 
room.  I  have  made  a  likeness  of  Yollberger, 
with  the  dish  in  his  hand ;  it  is  intended  for 
James.  I  only  wish  that  the  tart  he  is  carry- 
ing were  a  real  one ! — Fondest  love  and  kisses 
from  your  own  Lulu. 

P.  S. — I  have  something  funny  to  tell  you, 
dearest  Kate,  only  you  must  not  think  me  very 
impudent.  Fraulein  von  Ramberg  asked  me 
what  was  my  real  motive  for  not  dancing. 
(You  must  know  that  she  has  taken  upon  her- 
self your  office  of  trying  to  make  me  humble, 
but  she  adopts  a  different  method,  and  it  rouses 
all  my  indignation.)  I  replied  that  I  had  never 
had  an  opportunity  of  learning  to  dance  with 
those  of  my  own  rank.  "  Pray  whom  do  you 
consider  of  your  own  rank  ?"  said  she.  "  Fam- 
ilies who  can  count  their  ancestry  for  thirty- 
two  generations,"  I  answered.  "My  aunt  is 
extremely  particular  on  this  point,  and  the 
first  wound  our  family  pride  ever  received 
was  in  the  union  of  a  near  relative  with  the 

Countess  R a  short  time  since."     "  Thirty- 
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two  generations !  and  a  marriage  with  a  Coun- 
tess E a  mesalliance  ?"     "  Undoubtedly !" 

said  I  with  some  pride ;  "  no  further  back  than 
a  hundred  years  her  family  kept  a  baker's 
shop." 

October  13. 

There  is  still  a  constant  buzz  in  the  house ;  I 
do  not  trouble  myself  much  about  it.  I  met 
Aunt  Juliet  in  the  kitchen  garden,  at  the 
vinery ;  she  was  gathering  the  last  grapes.  I 
assisted  her,  and  took  this  opportunity  of  speak- 
ing about  Lucy.  I  requested  that  she  would 
not  permit  her  to  be  so  much  in  the  society  of 
the  grown  up  people,  and  also  that  she  would 
not  take  her  to-day  to  Graubergen.  Aunt 
Juliet  looked  at  me  in  surprise.  "  Shall  the 
child  be  allowed  to  remain  here  alone  ?"  "  I 
will  also  remain,"  was  my  answer.  She  kissed 
my  forehead,  said  it  was  so  good  of  me,  and 
then  rewarded  me  with  the  finest  bunch  of 
grapes  she  could  find.  "  I  suppose  we  children 
are  also  at  liberty  to  hunt  the  hares,"  I  said  play- 
fully. "  Oh,  yes ;  I  will  give  you  leave,"  re- 
plied she;  adding,  that  Sophie  must  fasten  a 
pocket  to  the  left  side  of  my  dress  to  serve  as  a 
game-bag.  Aunt  Juliet  is  passionate  and  some- 
what blunt  in  manner,  but  still  I  like  her  best 
of  all  the  ladies  here.  It  grieves  me  that  she 
is  so  hostile  in  her  feelings  to  Herr  von  Schaffau, 
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and  that  I  am  the  cause  of  it.  I  have  never 
seen  him  otherwise  than  gentle  and  kind  to 
her ;  and  it  is  very  much  to  the  advantage  and 
wellbeing  of  the  household,  that  his  conduct  is 
so  different  from  theirs  ;  should  not  Aunt  Juliet 
feel  this?  she  shows  so  much  good  sense  in 
every  other  respect,  is  so  dissatisfied  with  Frau 
von  Schlichten.and  the  elder  girls,  loves  Lucy 
— the  poor  neglected  child — so  tenderly,  and 
sees  that  his  love  and  anxiety  for  this  little  girl 
are  equal  to  her  own.  When  she  repeated,  that 
I  should  not  mind  his  rudeness,  calling  him  at 
the  same  time  a  hypocrite  and  an  evil  fore- 
boder,  I  told  her  it  made  me  very  sad  to  hear  her 
speak  so,  as  Herr  von  Schaffau  is  so  indulgent 
to  me.  I  begged  her  to  spare  me  the  oppressive 
feeling  of  being  the  cause  of  division  in  the 
family,  and  said  that  I  liked  least  of  all  to  hear 
her,  whom  I  love  so  dearly,  do  injustice  to  any 
person.  When  saying  these  words,  I  kissed  her 
hand  ;  she  felt  that  I  was  sincere,  and  tenderly 
imprinted  a  kiss  upon  my  forehead.  "I  am 
not  inclined  to  judge  him  harshly,"  said  she  ; 
"  and  if  he  is  induced  to  forget  the  past  I  will 
do  so  also."  But  to  return  to  the  point :  during 
this  conversation  she  gave  me  permission  to 
take  Lucy  to  church  when  I  went,  assuring  me 
at  the  same^^^e  that  she  has  the  fear  of  God 
)efore  her  eyes. 
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October  15. 

The  day  was  inexpressibly  lovely ;  for  a  long 
time  the  sun  struggled  through  the  mist,  but  at 
length  he  shone  out  brightly  in  the  clear 
heavens.  I  also  have  surmounted  the  mist,  and 
risen  above  all  the  distractions  around.  Oh ! 
how  poor,  vain,  and  unsatisfying  a  life  do  they 
lead  here !  Lord,  may  I  ever  feel  Thy  presence 
as  vividly  and  forcibly  as  I  do  now !  I  have 
prayed  for  Lucy,  Aunt  Juliet,  and  Rosalie,  and 
even  had  courage  to  hold  a  little  morning  ser- 
vice, for  the  first  time,  with  Lucy  and  Sophie. 
I  first  repeated  the  Lord's  Prayer,  then  read 
the  fifth  chapter  of  Matthew,  after  which  we 
sang  the  hymn, 

"  Oh !  let  Thy  grace  abide.*' 

I  then  said  that  we  would  now  commence 
our  day's  business  with  comfort,  but  should 
first  pray  for  each  other,  to  be  made  meek, 
gentle,  holy,  and  long-suffering  to  all  around. 
My  heart  was  so  much  touched  that  I  could 
scarcely  express  myself.  Sophie's  tears  fell 
fast.  Though  she  does  not  speak  much  on  the 
subject,  I  plainly  perceive  that  she  is  not  satis- 
fied with  her  present  state.  Lucy's  lessons  got 
on  much  better  to-day  than  they  have  ever  done 
before.    It  seemed  as  if  I  were,  more  patient, 
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more  full  of  love,  and  she  far  more  attentive, 
than  usual.  I  was  glad  to  be  freed  from  the 
conversation  lessons  in  the  breakfast-room, — 
the  party  being  about  to  take  a  drive,  /would 
also  enjoy  a  drive,  but  they  never  take  me 
with  them ;  however,  fortune  favoured  me  for 
once.  Lucy  and  I  had  gone  into  the  porch, 
where  we  saw  a  large  drosky  and  a  nice  little 
pony  phaeton  in  waiting.  "We  seated  our- 
selves in  the  latter,  Lucy  taking  the  reins,  and 
drove  round  the  court.  I  do  believe  I  could 
soon  learn  to  drive !  It  was  delightful ;  but  on 
the  company  appearing  at  the  door,  we  quickly 
alighted,  and  made  our  escape  into  the  garden. 
The  day  was  so  lovely,  peaceful,  and  bright, 
that  I  thought, 

"  Oh  1  had  I  the  wings  of  the  silvery  dove, 
I'd  fly — oh !  how  swift — to  my  bright  home  above  I" 

We  skipped  round  the  park,  and  far  away  to 
the  bank  under  the  chestnut-trees.  I  felt  ready 
for  any  fun,  and  wishing  to  amuse  Lucy,  selected 
a  smooth  mossy  spot,  which  I  hedged  round 
with  little  twigs,  adorned  with  wild  rose  ber- 
ries ;  then  collecting  chestnuts  we  grouped  them 
together,  naming  some  cows  and  calves,  others 
dogs  and  shepherds.  This  took  Lucy's  fancy 
extremely.  Presently  our  flocks  and  herds 
turned  into  enchanted  princes  and  princesses. 
8* 
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"We  collected  stones,  and  built  grottoes  with 
them,  forming  a  little  fairy  world,  in  which  we 
danced  and  sang,  and  were  very  happy. 

When  Lucy  became  quite  engrossed  with  her 
amusement,  and  could  spare  me,  I  slipped  away 
to  the  churchyard  close  by,  in  order  to  sketch 
the  view  that  I  had  admired  so  much.  My  at- 
tempt turned  out  remai'kably  well ;  and  I  was 
just  beginning  to  shade  the  sky,  and  the  cherry 
trees  in  the  back-ground,  when,  alas !  Herr  von 
Tiilsen  interrupted  me.  He  had  been  indis- 
posed to  drive  on  account  of  headache,  and  told 
me  that  he  had  gone  three  times  round  the  park 
in  quest  of  us. 

Our  guests  are  now  almost  gone, — ^the  most 
disagreeable  of  them  alone  remaining,  such  as 
Frau  von  Ramberg,  her  daughter,  and  Herr 
von  Tiilsen, — whom  I  particularly  dislike.  On 
returning  to  Lucy,  he  began  to  laugh  at  our 
previous  occupation,. which  induced  me  to  say, 
with  some  warmth,  that  as  only  a  childlike 
mind  could  appreciate  such  simple  pleasures,  it 
was  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should.  On 
which  he  used  some  sentimental  expressions, 
adding,  that  I  quite  misunderstood  him,  and  be- 
gan to  talk  rather  too  familiarly.  I  was  glad  to 
see  the  party  returning, — the  carriage  stopped 
on  reaching  us. 

On  alighting,  Frau  von  Schlichten  gave  me 
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a  very  piercing  look.  Aunt  Juliet  was  much 
pleased  with  our  little  play-ground,  and  so  was 
Bosalie ;  but  Thekla  spoke  as  Herr  von  Tiilsen 
had  done ;  on  which  Lucy  said,  very  imperti- 
nently, "  Only  a  childlike  heart  can  appreciate 
this,  and  you  have  no  heart  at  all." 

I  was  secretly  ashamed  of  having  so  apt  a 
pupil,  who  could  thus  appropriate  my  words ; 
but  Thekla  went  away  laughing.  They  all  de- 
cided on  walking  home  through  the  park. 
Thinking  it  a  pity  that  the  little  pony  phaeton, 
should  not  be  made  use  of,  I  requested  Aunt 
Juliet  to  allow  us  to  return  in  it.  Herr  von 
Schaffau  willingly  gave  us  permission — ^lie  even 
drove  us  himself,  and  sent  away  the  coachman. 
That  was  a  delightful  drive !  He  did  not  take 
us  home,  but  back  through  the  park,  up  the 
hill,  and  far,  far  away.  The  autumn  sun  had 
cast  a  veil  of  gold  upon  the  yellow  fields  ;  his 
slanting  rays  of  quivering  light  seemed  to  ex- 
hibit, one  by  one,  each  colour  of  the  rainbow ; 
the  foliage  of  the  trees  wore  every  varied  tint 
and  hue;  while  the  distant  landscape  was  at 
once  airy  and  well  defined,  and  the  glorious 
vault  of  heaven  spanned  the  whole  with  deepest 
blue. 

We  enjoyed  the  drive  excessively.  Herr  von 
Schaffau  examined  my  sketch,  and  encouraged 
Lucy  and  me  to  draw  and  paint,  by  promising, 


92  LOUISA  VON  PLETTEJSTHATJS. 

if  we  are  diligent,  to  give  us  water  colours,  and 
Bristol-board.  He  loves  Lucy  very  much.  I 
think  this  is  the  only  point  on  which  he  and 
Aunt  Juliet  are  agreed ;  perhaps  on  this  ac- 
count he  tolerates  her  temper ;  as,  without  her 
protection,  Lucy  would  be  a  poor  forlorn  child. 
I  have  never  seen  Frau  von  Schlichten  act  like 
a  mother  to  her ;  as  to  the  elder  girls,  they  only 
mind  themselves ;  yet  Lucy  is  indeed  a  richly 
endowed  child.  She  displayed  much  wit  when 
driving,  and  not  at  the  expense  of  other  people. 
She  has  promised  me  to  guard  against  that  for 
the  future.  We  had,  however,  quiet  little  fun 
of  our  own,  and  I  certainly  was  foolish  enough. 
Herr  von  Schaffau  is  most  indulgent ;  he  acts 
as  if  nothing  better  were  to  be  expected  from 
us ;  but  at  dinner,  on  seeing  us  rather  boister- 
ous, he  quietly  lifted  his  finger  in  a  threaten- 
ing manner,  which  recalled  my  discretion.  I 
thanked  him  afterwards  for  the  warning. — 
Farewell,  lovely  day ;  I  lay  myself  to  rest ;  and 
am  very  thankful  to  Thee,  My  God. 

Thy  healing  wings  extend ; 
Protection  to  me  lend ! 

Oh,  shield  Thy  dore ! 
When  Satan's  terrors  crowd. 
Let  angels  sing  aloud, 

"  Safe  in  God's  love  l" 
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October  23. 

Dear  Kate  says  truly, — "The  higher  we  climb 
the  hill  the  deeper  will  be  our  descent  into  the 
valley."  I  have  gone  far,  far  down,  and  have 
still  much  farther  to  go.  Sad,  indeed,  was  the 
day  which  succeeded  that  bright  and  happy 
one ;  though  I  rose  as  blithe  as  ever,  conducted 
the  little  morning  service  with  Lucy  and  Sophie, 
and  got  pleasantly  through  the  lessons.  For  the 
first  time,  too,  I  enjoyed  the  prospect  of  our 
English  conversation,  and  was  on  my  way  down 
stairs  for  the  purpose  of  holding  it,  when  I  was 
summoned  to  Frau  von  Schlichten.  She  re- 
ceived me  in  her  boudoir  with  so  chilling  a 
manner  that  my  heart  sank  within  me. 

"  On  your  very  first  appearance,  Fraulein 
von  Plettenhaus,"  said  she,  with  a  shrill  voice 
and  eyes  half  closed,  "I  was  convinced  that 
you  were  a  most  unsuitable  person  to  act  as 
governess  here.  Your  aunt  has  been  so  foolish 
as  to  educate  you  for  a  court  lady,  and  I  have 
no  need  of  any  lady  of  the  kind.  Still,  I  think 
you  might  have  learned  to  know  your  own 
place  during  the  time  you  have  been  here.  I 
allude  to  your  extreme  lightness  of  conduct, 
which  will  not  be  permitted  in  my  house."  I 
was  terrified  at  these  last  words.  She  con- 
tinued : — "  Are  you  aware  of  the  cause  of  the 
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dismissal  of  our  last  governess  ?"  I  shook  my 
head.  "Another  falsehood!"  said  Fran  von 
Schlichten,  disdainfully.  "You  have  been  a 
fortnight  with  Sophie,  and  do  you  say  you  are 
ignorant  of  that  ?"  I  felt  as  if  my  heart  were 
excited  with  just  indignation,  to  which  I  must 
give  vent.  "  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  speaking 
on  sijch  subjects  with  my  inferiors,"  I  proudly 
answered.  "  I  beg  you  will  ask  the  maid  about 
it."  "That  is  unnecessary,"  returned  she,  coolly, 
"  as  I  do  not  choose  to  inquire  into  the  subjects 
on  which  my  dependents  tattle ;  that  is  not  the 
point  in  hand,  however.  Your  predecessor  was 
dismissed  on  account  of  her  lightness  of  con- 
duct ;  I  fear  the  repetition  of  a  similar  scene, 
and  so  warn  you  upon  the  subject.  While  we 
were  driving  you  effected  a  rendezvous  with 
Herr  von  Tiilsen.  A  pretty  result  this  for  the 
short  time  of  your  sojourn  here !  Poor  Lucy 
seems  to  have  fallen  from  bad  into  still  worse 
care."  My  senses  seemed  to  leave  me.  I  know 
not  what  more  she  said,  except  finally,  that  she 
now  wished  to  be  alone.  As  I  retired  to  my 
room  Sophie  came  to  meet  me.  "  What  say  you 
now  f  Is  not  that  a  dreadful  woman?  I  looked 
at  her  in  astonishment.  "  Oh !  Betty  and  I  were 
in  the  bed-chamber,  and  heard  every  word ; — 
how  she  talked?  I  had  not  courage  to  deny 
what  she  said,  but  I  heard  it  not  the  less.    She 
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wants  Rosalie  to  marry  Herr  von  Tiilsen.  Her 
uncle  Schaffau  must  portion  Thekla,  the  mother's 
favourite,  who  is  half  affianced  to  her  cousin 
Keinberg,  a  poor  lieutenant  in  the  Guards." 
On  and  on  she  talked,  but  I  did  not  attend  to 
her.  It  was  all  like  a  disturbed  dream.  Lucy 
came  to  call  me  to  the  conversation  lessons,  and 
I  followed  her  reluctantly.  On  meeting  Herr 
von  Tiilsen  at  the  breakfast-room  door  I  coloured 
deeply,  and  turning  from  him,  encountered  the 
fixed  gaze  of  Herr  von  Schaffau,  which  was  still 
more  piercing  than  his  sister's  had  been,  and 
made  me  feel  very  wretched.  Frau  von  Schlich- 
ten  joined  our  circle  for  the  first  time.  She 
found  great  fault  with  my  English  expressions 
and  accent, — ^watching  me  sharply  all  the  while. 
Thekla  and  Fraulein  von  Ramberg  kept  up  a 
private  conversation,  and  laughed  a  great  deal. 
I  felt  each  moment  more  miserable ;  and  con- 
scious that  I  should  not  much  longer  be  able  to 
restrain  my  tears,  at  last  left  the  room.  Frau 
von  Schlichten  overtook  me  in  the  antecham- 
ber, and  spoke  very  angrily.  "Ah  !  you  affect 
the  injured  innocent.  Abominable  coquetry! 
Shame  on  you !"  She  would  perhaps  have  said. 
Btill  more  if  Herr  von  Schaffau  had  not  just  then 
approached  us.  I  rushed  away  in  tears.  Lucy 
wished  to  bear  me  company,  but  I  begged  to 
be  left  alone,  and  proceeded  to  the  garden. 
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This  was  the  most  miserable  hour  I  have  ever 
spent.  A  thick  mist  overspread  the  country, 
and  made  every  thing  look  cold,  bleak,  and 
grey.  I  walked  up  and  down  under  the  plan- 
tain trees,  whose  withered  foliage  rustled  be- 
neath my  feet,  displaying  through  the  leafless 
boughs  occasional  glimpses  of  the — to  me — most 
dismal  castle. 

Kate  has  often  said  that  the  orphan's  path  is 
rough ;  and,  oh !  I  find  it  to  be  rough  indeed  ; 
but  I  had  not  yet  experienced  the  orphan's 
comfort,  of  which  she  had  also  told  me.  'No ; 
the  clouds  within  seemed  to  be  overcharged, 
and  I  could  only  weep.  All  that  concerns  me 
seemed  to  wear  a  gloomy  aspect.  Kate's  last 
letter  mentioned  that  my  aunt  is  more  poorly 
than  usual  this  winter,  and  frets  about  me ;  but 
here  I  must  stay,  to  earn  money  and  eat  the 
bread  of  sorrow.  As  I  was  engaged  with  these 
thoughts,  I  heard  a  rustling  of  the  withered 
leaves  behind,  and  turning  round,  saw  Herr 
von  Schaffau,  accompanied  by  his  dog,  walking 
along  the  path  under  the  maple  trees.  My  first 
impulse  was  to  go  and  tell  him  all  my  distress ; 
but  after  a  moment's  consideration  I  felt  I  could 
not  do  so,  and  quietly  slipped  out  of  his  way. 
Proceeding  to  a  bank  in  the  direction  of  the 
church,  I  seated  myself  near  an  elder-hedge, 
and  much  enjoyed  the  quietness  of  the  place, 
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which  was  only  interrupted  by  the  robins  as 
they  hopped  from  bongh  to  bough,  softly  sing- 
ing their  evening  song.  For  a  time  they  di- 
verted my  thoughts,  as  I  watched  the  tiny 
heads  and  little  bright  eyes  turning  towards 
me.  Are  they  also  orphans  ?  thought  I.  ISTo  ; 
they  have  a  Father  in  heaven,  "  without  whom 
not  a  sparrow  falleth  to  the  ground" — "  and  are 
ye  not  much  better  than  they  ?"  I  wept ;  but 
my  tears  were  not  like  those  which  I  had  shed 
before.  Oh,  merciful  Father,  am  I  then  for- 
saken ?  "  No,  no,"  again  I  answered  myself ; 
"if  I  dare  no  longer  remain  here,  the  Lord 
knows  already  where  my  •  future  lot  shall  be 
cast.  I  may  comfort  myself  and  hope  in  Him." 
I  never  before  felt  so  happy  as  when  sitting 
near  that  hedge  in  the  company  of  my  feathered 
friends.  It  w  as  there  that  I  forgave  Frau  von 
Schlichten  from  my  very  heart;  and  for  the 
first  time  I  prayed  for  her — prayed  also  for  all 
the  Bculs  in  that  grey  castle,  that  light  might 
arise  upon  them,  and  peace  dwell  within  them. 
As  night  began  to  close  around,  I  descried  a 
little  glimmer  from  the  manse,  which,  as  it  pen- 
etrated the  mist,  seemed  to  give  me  a  friendly 
invitation.  I  'also  saw  light  after  light  spring 
up  in  the  dark  mass  of  stone-work  on  my  other 
side,  and  felt  that  I  could  not  encounter  the 
company,  a  multitude  of  guests  being  expected 
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to-day  for  dinner.  "While  looking  wistfully  at 
the  inviting  beacon,  the  vesper  bell  chimed 
softly  through  the  mist,  and  gladly  yielding  to 
my  inclination,  I  bent  my  steps  towards  the 
parsonage.  I  found  the  whole  family  collected 
in  the  drawing-room  to  enjoy  the  hour  of  twi- 
light ;  and  truly  they  did  form  a  lovely  picture. 
The  father  sat  before  the  organ,  and  had  evi- 
dently been  singing ;  three  children  stood  near 
him ;  the  tutor  held  the  two  young  ones  upon 
his  knee,  while  two  elder  girls  assisted  their 
mother  in  drawing  stockings  off  a  block.  The 
pastor  met  me  kindly,  remembering  to  have 
seen  me  in  his  church ;  nor  had  the  children 
forgotten  me, — they  gave  me  a  welcome  greet- 
ing ;  and  the  lady  of  the  house  received  me 
with  studied  politeness.  As  I  had  brought  no 
work,  I  requested  permission  to  assist  her ;  but 
she  urged  many  excuses — the  holes  were  much 
too  large  for  me,  etc.  She  complained  that  the 
seven  children  kept  her  continually  employed — 
she  was  forever  mending  their  clothes.  Again 
I  begged  to  be  allowed  to  darn  the  stockings ; 
on  which  she  replied,  with  many  expressions  of 
obligation.  That  my  delicate  hands  ought  not  to 
be.  employed  in  such  coarse  work.  Her  polite- 
ness was  very  troublesome  to  me.  The  more 
sensible  husband  continued,  "  Then,  dear  child, 
you  will  have  the  merit  of  teaching  this  young 
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lady ;"  on  which  she  supplied  me  with  the  ne- 
cessary materials,  and  I  addressed  myself  dili- 
gently to  my  task.  This  was  a  very  pleasant  time. 
I  soon  felt  quite  at  home.  The  father  related 
stories  to  his  children ;  I  had  to  do  the  same ; 
and  also  enjoyed  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  my 
heap  of  stockings  gradually  decrease,  which 
seemed  in  no  small  degree  also  to  gratify  the 
lady  of  the  house. 

When  the  hour  for  tea  approached,  I  was 
about  to  take  leave,  but  was  entreated  to  re- 
main. Tlie  housewife  left  the  room,  and  it  was 
very  nice  to  see  the  tutor  take  the  two  youngest 
children  again  upon  his  knee,  though  his  man- 
ner strikes  me  as  being  somewhat  peculiar. 
Maude,  the  eldest  girl,  told  me  that  she  had 
commenced  music  a  year  ago ;  and  that  on  her 
papa's  birth-day,  a  short  time  since,  she  had 
played  and  sung  Uhland's  ballad  of  "  The 
Maiden  so  dear."  I  requested  her  to  sing  it  to 
me,  which  she  did : — 
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Canst  give  us  good  wine? — canst  give  us  good  cheer ?- 
But  why,  worthy  dame,  is  thy  daughter  not  here  T 

'  My  sparkling  wine  it  is  fresh,  it  is  clear ; 
My  daughter,  alas  she  is  laid  on  her  bier !" 

Ah,  yes !  as  they  entered  the  chamber  so  sad. 
They  saw  the  fair  maid  in  her  death-raiment  clad ; 

And  the  first,  while  the  veil  from  her  face  he  raised. 
On  the  garlanded  brow  he  so  pitiful  gazed : — 

*  Ah,  lived  you,  fair  maiden — now  lived  you,  I  say, 
I'd  love  you,  I'd  love  you  for  ever  and  aye !" 

The  second  he  hid  the  wan  features  again. 

And  turned  him  away — ^his  tears  fell  like  the  rain. 
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"Ah,  me!  that  thou  liest  so  still  on  thy  bier  I 
I've  loved  thee,  how  truly  I  for  many  a  yearl" 

The  third,  as  he  tenderly  lifted  the  veil, 
Imprinted  a  kiss  on  the  features  so  pale 

"  I  have  loved  thee  ever,  I  love  thee  to-day, 
And  I'll  love  thee  throughout  all  eternity  1" 

The  Lord  is  very  good  to  me ; — ^I  felt  so 
happy  in  that  quiet  little  parsonage ;  surely 
His  Spirit  dwells  there,  and  he  will  strengthen 
me  in  my  weakness.  The  pastor  escorted  me 
home,  and  on  the  way  I  begged  him  to  be  my 
spiritual  father,  reminding  him  that  I  occupy 
the  place  his  sister  should  have  filled,  and 
which  she  would  have  done  much  more  ably 
than  I.  In  consideration  of  this,  I  prayed  him 
to  give  me  counsel  and  advice  from  time  to 
time,  as  circumstances  might  require.  He 
agreed  most  kindly  to  my  request,  and  before 
we  parted  counselled  me  with  respect  to  many 
things  connected  with  my  position  in  the  family, 
recommending  me  to  have  an  especial  regard  to 
Herr  von  Schaffau's  wishes,  as  it  is  only  ex- 
treme forbearance  and  love  on  his  part,  that 
enable  him  to  bear  with  much  of  what  goes  on 
at  the  castle.  He  also  told  me  that  there  have 
been  many  alterations  in  the  domestic  arrange- 
ments since  Herr  von  Schaffau's  return  from 

« 

abroad ;  among  others,  the  removal  of  the  for- 
9* 
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mer  governess ;  that  the  first  wish  of  his  heart 
is  to  win  over  the  young  people  to  the  Lord, 
which  desire,  Aunt  Juliet  openly,  and  Fran  von 
Schlichten  secretly  oppose ;  but  that  he  still 
keeps  up  appearances,  that  the  children  may 
not  be  entirely  given  up  to  their  influence. 

The  latter  part  of  this  communication  touched 
me  much,  and  has  afforded  me  an  example  for 
my  conduct.  I  must  endeavour  to  have  7ny 
heart  also  filled  with  love  and  patience,  try 
every  means  to  gain  the  afiections  of  these 
young  people,  and  never  cease  earnestly  to 
pray  for  them,  myself,  and  the  whole  house- 
hold. As  we  stepped  from  under  the  shade  of 
the  maple  trees,  the  brilliantly  illuminated  wing 
of  the  castle  lay  full  in  our  view,  and  on  our 
nearer  approach  we  heard  music,  and  saw 
shadows  flitting  rapidly  past  the  windows.  I 
felt  glad  that  I  was  not  obliged  to  form  one  of 
that  gay  throng,  and  slipped  up  to  my  little 
turret-room.  There,  in  communion  with  God, 
my  feverish  anxious  thoughts  have  become 
stilled,  and  I  have  found  peace.  Oh,  how 
trifling  does  each  temporal  pain  and  annoy- 
ance become  when  the  Lord  is  at  our  side ! 
"  The  world  passeth  away  and  the  lust  thereof, 
but  he  that  doeth  the  will  of  God  abideth  for- 
ever." I  was  now  able  to  "pray  heartily,  even 
for  those  below,  who  are  given  up  to  gaiety, 
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and  as  I  did  so,  my  former  dread  of  Frau  von 
Schlichten,  and  all  those  grand  people,  seemed 
to  turn  to  love  and  pity.  Then  I  thought  of 
myself, — that  no  matter  how  I  am  treated,  God 
can  make  all  work  together  for  my  good ;  and 
though,  as  I  very  much  fear,  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  remain  long  here,  still  I  shall  never  be 
forsaken. 

I  had  not  been  very  long  thus  ruminating 
when  I  heard  Aunt  Juliet's  quick  step  ap- 
proaching. She  was  surprised  at  my  length- 
ened absence,  and  assured  me  that  it  had 
caused  her  no  small  anxiety.  However,  she 
was  not  displeased,  when  I  told  her  how  very 
sad  I  had  been,  and  how  I  had  found  comfort 
at  the  manse.  She  stroked  my  brow,  and  said, 
"  The  storm  seems  to  have  blown  over  now,  my 
dear.  Herr  von  Tiilsen  has  not  inquired  for 
you ;  he  is  most  agreeable  this  morning,  espe- 
cially when  beside  Rosalie.  It  is  very  silly  of 
my  sister-in-law,  however,  to  draw  any  conclu- 
sions from  his  manner,  for  the  old  gentleman  is 
neither  going  to  marry  you  nor  Eosalie.  But 
be  you  watchful  over  yourself,  and  on  your 
guard,  for  you  do  not  understand  the  ways  of 
the  people  here."  During  this  conversation,  I 
requested  permission  to  leave  the  dining-room 
with  Lucy  every  day  immediately  after  dinner; 
adding,  that  I  could  live  happily  up  here  with 
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my  little  charge,  whose  love,  combined  with  a 
life  of  retirement  and  the  sense  of  having  per- 
formed my  duty,  would  afford  me  much  more 
solid  enjoyment  than  the  gaiety  and  amusement 
which  I  had  witnessed  below.  Aunt  Juliet 
looked  at  me  rather  incredulously,  and  said, 
"A  good  resolution!"  "A  fixed  resolution," 
added  I;  "but  I  entreat  your  prayers  that  I 
may  be  able  to  carry  it  into  effect ;  for,  dear 
lady,  you  are  included  in  my  daily  petitions." 
On  saying  this  I  gave  her  a  confiding  look,  and 
tenderly  kissed  her  hand,  "  You  are  quite  an 
enthusiast,"  replied  she ;  "  however,  if  you  are 
sincere  in  your  request,  I  have  nothing  to  ob- 
ject to  it."  A  week  has  elapsed  since  then, 
during  which  we  have  become  diligent  and 
punctual.  Frau  von  Schlichten  seems  now 
quite  convinced  of  the  uprightness  of  my  con- 
duct, as  her  friendly  manner  would  imply. 
But  Herr  von  Tiilsen,  in  the  few  words  which 
we  exchange,  is  as  disagreeable  as  ever. 

November  2. 

Our  house  has  become  more  quiet ;  Frau  von 
Ramberg,  with  her  daughters,  and  Herr  von 
Tiilsen,  were  the  last  of  the  guests  to  leave ; 
they  went  yesterday.  Herr  von  Tiilsen  is  ex- 
pected to  return  about  Christmas.  The  ladies 
down  stairs   are  wearied  and  nervous,  Aunt 
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Juliet  says,  from  ennui.  Rosalie  sits  for  hours 
together  with  her  arms  folded  in  her  mantilla, 
whilst  Thekla  reads  "  Hints  on  Conversation," 
or  else  writes  to  her  cousin.  Frau  von  Schlich- 
ten  has  got  a  bad  fit  of  megrim,  and  seems  de- 
termined that  Lucy  and  I  shall  feel  the  full 
effects  of  it  when  in  her  society ;  but  here  in. 
our  own  room  we  are  very  merry  together. 
At  our  urgent  request,  Aunt  Juliet  has  trans- 
ferred to  us  the  charge  of  the  sugar  and  coffee 
department.  I  assured  her,  that  if  in  early  life 
a  young  lady  accustom  herself  to  useful  occu- 
pations, she  will  not  only  soon  derive  pleasure 
from  them,  but  in  after  years  will  find  them 
an  invaluable  treasure  as  preservatives  from 
megrim  and  ennui.  I  was  quite  delighted  with 
myself  for  speaking  so  sensibly,  and  in  a  man- 
ner so  much  in  accordance  w^ith  my  situation. 
Even  Aunt  Juliet  was  forced  to  acknowledge 
the  justness  of  my  argument;  and  we  are  now 
queens  of  all  the  sugar  chests ;  the  keys  of  the 
presses  are  our  own  peculiar  property  ;  and  oc- 
casionally within  those  precincts  are  heard  the 
sounds  of  the  breaking,  crushing,  and  setting  to 
rights.  Aunt  Juliet  already  commends  our 
economy.  The  summit  of  our  present  ambition 
is  to  have  the  management  of  the  dessert  and 
tea  department,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  we 
shall  soon  obtain  our  desire.    Magnificent  plans 
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are  attached  to  that  office, — we  will  bake  cakes 
for  tea  and  make  apple  pies  ourselves ;  the 
aprons  for  use  on  such  occasions  being  already 
made.  Aunt  Juliet  looked  surprised  on  giving 
us  the  linen  for  the  purpose  ; — poor  body  !  she 
little  knows  what  enemies  she  is  so  generous  to, 
or  what  use  we  aim  at  making  of  her  linen. 

November  12. 

Lucy  said  to  me  to-day,  "  Is  it  not  very  unjust 
in  God  to  have  made  me  so  ugly,  and  my  sis- 
ters so  pretty  ?"  I  rebuked  her,  and  said,  that  I 
considered  it  one  of  the  errors  of  the  world  to 
esteem  beauty  a  source  of  happiness,  whilst  we 
have  daily  proofs  of  its  being  a  cause  of  mis- 
ery; but  that,  on  the  contrary,  a  pure  and  pious 
heart,  filled  with  a  desire  to  live  as  in  the  sight 
of  the  Lord,  possesses  ingredients  of  the  richest 
enjoyment.  I  inquired  if  she  would  like  me  to 
explain  this  more  fully  to  her  ?  "  No,"  she  said, 
"  I  am  quite  aware  that  Tliekla  and  Rosalie  are 
not  nearly  so  happy  as  I ;  and  I  also  know  that 
I  could  be  even  much  more  so  than  I  am,  not- 
withstanding my  ugliness."  "  Dear  Lucy,"  re- 
joined I,  "  pray  to  our  merciful  God  to  give  you 
a  clean  heart, — to  dwell  in  it  Himself.  Ask 
Him  to  cause  His  meekness,  His  love.  His  hu- 
mility, to  be  so  manifested  through  you  as  to 
make  you  altogether  lovely,  so  that  the  beauty 
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of  your  character  may  even  win  over  the  vota- 
ries of  the  world  to  the  Lord,  and  that  your  joy 
may  be  so  great  as  to  cause  all  who  approach 
you  to  partake  of  it."  I  then  spoke  to  her  of 
the  coming  season  of  Advent, — of  the  way  we 
must  be  adorned  to  welcome  our  Lord.  She 
threw  herself  upon  my  shoulder,  burying  her 
face  in  my  neck.  May  God  bless  her  with  His 
richest  blessings ! 

November  21. 

The  rain  still  falls  without  intermission,  as  it 
has  done  during  the  last  week,  confining  us  en- 
tirely to  the  house.  I  alone  ventured  out  one 
day  in  the  rain  ;  but  the  ground  is  so  very  wet 
that  we  cannot  even  walk  in  the  park.  Th^ 
weather  seems  to  have  put  our  party  very  much 
out  of  tune.  Frau  von  Schlichten  is  quite  de- 
termined to  go  to  Berlin,  though  her  brother 
wishes  her  to  try  a  winter  here.  He  leaves 
nothing  untried  that  can  afford  her  amusement, 
and  has  commenced  reading  "  Dunallan"  aloud 
in  the  evening,  and  gets  me  frequently  to  play 
and  sing.  Lucy  and  I  sing  together  in  two 
parts,  "  I'm  weary  and  I  fain  would  rest,"  with 
which  Frau  von  Schlichten  is  much  pleased. 

Aunt  Juliet  is  surprised  and  in  great  delight 
with  all  that  Lucy  does  ;  but  the  little  girl  her- 
self is  beginning  to  be  rather  proud  of  her  at- 
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tainments,  rails  at  the  idleness  and  ennui  of  her 
sisters,  and  is  in  high  glee  with  her  numerous 
preparations  for  Christmas.  In  fact,  the  little 
turret-chamber  is  often  like  a  dressmaker's 
apartment.  Aunt  Juliet  has  collected  mate- 
rials out  of  all  the  wardrobes,  for  us  to  cut  up 
and  make  Christmas  presents  of  for  twenty  poor 
children.  We  never  go  down  to  reading  with- 
out our  work-baskets, — a  circumstance  on  which 
Thekla  loves  to  exercise  her  wit ;  but  Kosalie 
has  often  assisted  us.  We  have  got  leave  to  go 
to  the  village  to-morrow  after  church.  Lucy  is 
most  anxious  to  be  on  intimate  terms  with  little 
Maude  and  Mary.  She  was  surprised  to  hear 
that,  young  as  she  is,  Maude  has  already  given 
knitting  lessons  to  six  little  girls.  Lucy  takes  a 
great  interest  in  my  colony.  She  is  anxious  to 
establish  something  of  a  similar  kind  here,  but 
I  do  not  urge  her  to  it,  thinking  with  Kate,  that 
she  takes  pleasure  in  merely  talking  over  such 
matters. 

Saturday,  December  1. 

The  first  snow  has  fallen  to-day,  the  ground 
is  quite  white,  and  the  air  very  chilly,  so  much 
so,  that  Aunt  Juliet  anxiously  inquired  if  I  were 
going  to  the  garden  without  a  mantle  ?  I  felt 
rather  embarrassed  on  replying  that  I  had  none, 
but  that  I  should  soon  become  inured  to  the 
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cold.  On  hearing  this,  she  lent  me  a  wadded 
jacket,  and  when  I  thanked  her  for  her  kind- 
ness, begged  me  to  accept  it  as  a  gift,  which  I 
will  do  most  gladlj.  "  So  now  I  need  not  pur- 
chase a  cloak,"  said  I,  "and  the 'money — " 
"  What  will  you  do  with  the  money  ?"  asked 
Aunt  Juliet.  I  felt  that  I  could  safely  trust  her 
with  my  cares  and  anxieties ;  and  told  her  that 
Kate's  last  letter  evidently  showed  that  the 
home  finances  are  not  very  flourishing  just 
now,  as  she  is  looking  forward  eagerly  to 
Christmas,  in  anxious  expectation  of  my  prom- 
ised remittance ;  I  also  acknowledged  that  my 
shoes  are  worn  out,  and  that  I  have  no  money 
to  buy  a  new  pair.  She  reproved  me  for  not 
sooner  making  her  acquainted  with  this  state 
of  matters ;  and  shortly  afterwards  she  brought 
me  fifty  dollars.  I  cannot  express  what  delight 
I  felt.  Money  is  indeed  a  wonderful  thing !  1 
thought  I  had  now  so  much  of  it  that  I  could 
do  all  I  wanted,  and  shut  the  door  that  I  might 
deliberate  undisturbed  upon  intended  purchases. 
I  shall  not  now  require  a  mantle  since  I  have 
got  the  jacket,  so  I  determined  to  send  twenty 
dollars  to  Kate  for  household  expenditure ;  I 
next  laid  aside  fifteen  to  purchase  a  pelisse  for 
her,  and  a  livery  coat  for  James ;  and  then  I 
ran  to  Yollberger  to  inquire  how  much  the  lat- 
ter would  cost.  I  found  him,  as  usual,  ready 
10 
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to  serve  me,  but  was  indeed  startled  to  hear  liow 
very  expensive  the  coat  would  be.  I  had  been 
anxious  to  send  James  some  little  present  be- 
sides, and  so  had  added  an  extra  sum  to  what  I 
supposed  would  suffice  for  the  coat ;  but  giving 
up  this  idea,  and  making  a  second  calculation 
of  the  price  of  good  thick  cloth,  the  cost  seemed 
quite  enormous.  Yollberger  proposed  that  I 
should  get  the  material  now,  and  pay  for  it  at 
my  convenience  ;  but  this  I  decidedly  objected 
to,  both  as  being  wrong  in  principle,  and  also 
because  it  would  give  Kate  an  invincible  dis- 
like to  the  coat.  So,  with  a  deep  sigh,  I  left 
him,  to  revolve  once  more  the  matter  in  my 
mind.  But  presently,  kind  Yollberger  came  to 
me,  and  in  his  oisual  polite  and  respectful  man- 
ner, told  me,  that  some  time  since,  he  had  re- 
ceived a  coat  from  Herr  von  Schaffau,  to  give 
to  any  person  who  might  require  it;  and  he 
now  thought  that  if  I  were  to  have  it  lined  with 
yellow,  and  have  new  facings  put  to  it,  it  would 
suit  James  nicely ;  adding,  "  He  deserves  two 
new  coats,  if  I  could  only  send  them  to  him." 
He  has  a  high  feeling  of  respect  for  James,  oji 
account  of  his  fidelity,  and  the  sacrifices  which 
he  makes  on  our  behalf.  I  accepted  the  coat 
gratefully  in 'his  name ;  and  with  much  delight 
and  satisfaction  I  picture  him  in  my  mind, 
serving  up  aunt's  chocolate  at  Christmas  in  the 
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new  attire.  Yollberger  is  to  purchase  three 
pounds  of  chocolate  for  me  to  send  to  my  aunt, 
and  will  also  get  a  brown  merino  for  Kate,  as 
he  goes  frequently  to  town,  I  intend  to  have 
my  shoes  made  here  by  a  cousin  of  Sophie's, 
who  is  considered  a  good  workman,  instead  of 
getting  them  in  town,  where  they  would  be 
much  more  expensive.  So  all  these  matters  are 
arranged,  and  I  am  very  glad  of  it.  An  express 
messenger  has  taken  my  letter  containing  the 
money-order  to  the  post-office ;  it  w411  not  reach 
its  destination  till  about  Sunday.  Oh,  that  I 
could  be  there  with  it  1 

LOUISA    TO    KATE. 

"Dear  Kate, — ^The  Lord  is  very  good  to 
your  orphan ;  He  has  enabled  me  to  send  you 
so  much  money.  I  have  not  deserved  it,  but  I 
thank  Him  with  all  my  heart  for  this  His  good- 
ness. I  have  spent  many  sighs  and  tears  on  all 
at  home  during  the  last  few  hours;  however,  I 
am  generally  quite  happy  and  cheerful.  Tell 
my  aunt  that  I  live  in  affluence,  and  that  my 
position  here  is  quite  in  accordance  with  her 
wishes.  Dearest  Kate,  are  you  fearful  lest  so 
much  prosperity  may  prove  injurious  to  me? 
Dismiss  your  apprehension !  I  do  not  speak  to 
you  of  my  bitter  hours,  but  you  may  be  quite 
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satisfied,  for  the  Lord  does  not  forsake  me  in 
the  dark  valley,  even  when  I  have  precipitated 
myself  into  it.  Cheer  up  sweet  Kate,  and  cele- 
brate with  joy  this  solemn  festival !  think  of 
me,  and  remember  that  my  prayers  shall  join 
yours  around  the  throne  of  grace,  and  though 
unheard  by  one  another,  our  voices  shall  blend 
together  in  singing  the  praise  of  Him  unto 
whom  all  hearts  are  open  and  all  desires  are 
known.  And  now  farewell !  Fond  love  to 
my  aunt  and  kindest  remembrance  to  James. 
Write  me  soon  a  long  letter,  and  do  not  pay  the 
postage.  Lucy  and  I  baked  the  vanilla  cakes 
oui^elves ;  they  are  made  from  your  recipe.  I 
am  delighted  to  be  able  to  send  them.  Aunt 
Juliet  is  aware  of  my  doing  so,  and  desires  her 
kind  regards  to  aunt.  Only  think,  Yollberger 
is  sending  off  a  horseman  to  the  post-ofiice  ex- 
pressly with  this  letter.  He  desires  his  best  re- 
spects to  James. — ^Your  loving  friend 

"Lulu." 

Deeember  2;     Advent  Sunday. 

I  rose  early,  when  the  full  moon  and  myriads 
of  stars  were  still  shining  in  the  blue  heavens. 
O  that  I  had  a  heart  as  pure  as  is  the  sky  above 
me,  and  filled  with  the  bright  rays  of  heavenly 
peaccj  and  with  calm  joy. 
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"  Naught,  Saviour,  naught,  did  bring  Thee 
From  Thy  briglit  throne  above, 
But  purest  love  and  pity 
For  those  who  scorned  that  love. 

"  Thou  saw'st  us  foul  with  plague-spots, 
And  sunk  in  direst  woe, 
And  yet  Thou'st  loved  us  with  a  depth 
No  other  heart  can  know." 

We  sang  this  li3^mn  to-day  at  morning  service, 
and  I  believe  the  words  came  from  our  hearts. 
The  minister  entered  more  fully  on  the  subject ; 
he  preached  a  very  beautiful  and  impressive 
sermon, — one  well  suited  to  the  season.  Sophie 
was  much  affected,  and  told  me  afterwards  that 
she  would  like  to  make  an  offering  to  the  Lord. 
She  said  she  could  not  give  her  heart,  for  it  was 
too  impure,  but  that  she  wished  to  bring  Him 
her  evil  dispositions,  such  as  vanity,  idle  words, 
envy,  and  anger,  to  lay  them  at  His  feet  and 
renounce  them  for  His  sake,  and  strive  to  be 
more  free  from  them  by  Christmas.  Lucy  softly 
whispered  to  me  that  she  would  make  an  offer- 
ing to  the  Lord,  which  should  be  the  subduing 
of  her  present  feelings  towards  her  mamma  and 
sisters, — that  henceforth  she  would  love  and 
pray  for  them.  I  was  greatly  shocked  to  hear 
her  call  this  an  offering.  Alas !  it  is  too  true. 
Oh !  gracious  God,  assist  her,  and  grant  me, 
and  all  of  us,  Thy  help.  In  the  afternoon  the 
10* 
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twenty  orphans  came,  and  we  took  their  meas- 
ure ;  among  them  I  particularly  remarked  the 
three  children  upon  whose  mother's  grave  I 
laid  the  flowers  last  Autumn.  We  practised 
with  them  the  hymn, — 

"  From  Heaven  above  have  I  come  down," 

and  intend  to  do  so  each  Sunday  following,  in 
order  to  be  able  to  sing  the  Christmas  hymn 
under  the  Christmas  tree.  Lucy  was  very 
ardent  about  it.  I  fancy  we  shall  soon  open  a 
school  here. 

Tuesday,  December  11. 

Herr  von  Schaffau  complained  to-day  of  the 
horrible  coffee  which  he  is  now  forced  to  drink. 
I  felt  at  first  very  much  confused,  but  soon  per- 
ceived that  he  was  in  jest.  I  apologized  for  it 
as  well  as  I  could, — Lucy  also  coming  to  my 
help,  and  the  matter  was  amicably  settled.  He 
is  very  kind :  he  has  had  a  large,  commodious 
store-press  made  for  us.  It  stands  in  our  corri- 
dor,— our  kitchen  aprons  hang  on  either  side  of 
it ;  and  many  an  hour  do  we  now  spend  there. 
Kate's  vanilla  cakes  were  so  much  liked  that 
we  intend  to  have  a  making  of  them  every 
week.  I  learned  a  secret  yesterday  from  Yoll- 
berger,  who  is  at  the  head  of  affairs.  He  told 
me  that  her  uncle  intends  having  a  cooking- 
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room  built  for  Lucy  before  Christmas,  in  tbis 
part  of  the  house,  so  that  she  may  not  need  to 
enter  the  large  kitchen.  I  have  already  con- 
ceived delightful  plans  in  connection  with  this 
accommodation.  We  will  learn  to  cook  here, 
and  employ  our  talents  for  the  benefit  of  the 
aged  and  infirm.  It  will  be  difficult  to  refrain 
from  mentioning  this  scheme  to  Lucy;  but  I 
have  passed  my  word  to  YoUberger,  and  for 
his  part  he  is  silent  as  the  grave.  He  is  an 
honest  fellow ;  and  still  it  is  very  strange  that, 
when  any  person  is  present,  he  would  appear 
to  know  nothing  about  me.  He  says  he  does 
not  wish,  by  any  expression  of  his  favour,  to 
raise  against  me  the  prejudices  of  the  party  in 
the  left  wing,  and  calls  this  prudence,  "  the  wis- 
dom of  the  serpent."  Can  this  be  the  reason 
why  Herr  von  Schafiau's  manner  also  is  so  va- 
riable? Sometimes  he  appears  quite  satisfied 
with  me,  and  to  have  become  completely  recon- 
ciled to  my  being  here  ;  and  then,  again,  when 
Aunt  Juliet  and  his  sister  are  present,  he  often 
treats  me  very  coldly.  I  cannot  doubt  that  he 
means  to  act  faithfully  and  kindly  to  me,  as  he 
would  to  all  the  world ;  so  that  when  YoUber- 
ger censured  his  severity  to  me — having  acci- 
dentally overheard  a  specimen  of  it  one  day,  I 
told  him  that  James  would  never  have  spoken 
so  of  his  superiors. 
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December  12. 

We  had  the  children  with  us  on  Wednesday, 
partly  to  practise  the  hymn,  and  also  because 
it  gives  ns  great  pleasure  to  have  them  here. 
Aunt  Juliet  promised  to-day  to  take  us  soon  to 
town  in  order  to  procure  toys  and  various  adorn- 
ments for  the  Christmas  tree.  I  am  so  glad  of 
this !  I  shall  also  be  able  to  buy  something,  as 
I  have  still  a  little  money.  Oh  !  I  should  like 
to  purchase  a  great  deal,  and  to  give  presents 
to  everybody  ;  but,  most  of  all,  would  I  fain  fill 
every  heart  with  the  holy  joy  of  Christmas. 
Oh,  I  am  indeed  rich  !  When  I  sit  alone  in 
my  room  during  twilight,  I  can  often  fancy  I 
see  the  Glory  of  the  Lord  shining  from  heaven 
as  did  the  shepherds,  and  hear  the  angel's  song, 
"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest !"  Then  my 
heart  swells,  and  I  long  to  give  vent  to  the 
depth  of  my  feelings,  but  can  only  do  so  by 
loving  my  Saviour  much,  and  holding  frequent 
communion  with  Him. 

As  I  was  telling  the  children  to-day  that  love 
to  Jesus  should  be  the  ruling  motive  of  our  con- 
duct, Thekla  and  Rosalie  came  into  the  room, 
evidently  drawn  by  curiosity.  There  was  a 
look  of  ridicule  upon  Thekla's  countenance. 
But  I  did  not  allow  myself  to  be  interrupted  by 
them ;  on  the  contrary,  I  spoke  with  increasing 
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warmtli  and  earnestness, — said  tliat  those  who 
love  not  Jesus  are  triilj  unhappy ;  though  they 
may  possess  this  world's  wealth,  they  are  in  re- 
ality poor ;  if  learned,  yet  are  they  but  foolish ; 
if  of  much  repute  in  the  sight  of  man,  still  are 
they  very  base  in  His  eyes  who  cannot  look 
upon  iniquity  ;  and  that  though  they  may  give 
and  receive  many  gifts,  yet  they  are  still  stran- 
gers to  true  Christmas  joy.  I  told  them  that 
what  the  world  has  to  bestow  is  all  of  a  perish- 
able nature, — often  more  replete  with  tears 
than  happiness  ;  while  the  Saviour's  gifts  are 
beyond  price  and  last  forever — being  peace, 
and  joy,  and  life  eternal.  "  Should  we  not 
then,"  I  said,  "  open  our  hearts  to  Jesus,  and 
receive  Him  into  them  with  all  these  His  pre- 
cious gifts  ?  And  oh !  let  us  pray  that  he  may 
enter  at  tliis  time  into  the  hearts,  of  many, 
many  people  and  fill  them  with  the  holy,  sacred 
joy  of  Christmas." 

I  do  not  know  that  what  I  said  was  altogether 
suited  to  those  to  whom  it  was  addressed  ;  but 
I  could  not  help  speaking  so.  And  afterwards, 
when  Thekla  asked  me,  in  evident  irritation,  if 
it  were  right  to  address  village  children  in  this 
style,  and  to  throw  out  such  disrespectful  hints 
to  them  about  their  superiors,  I  replied,  very 
earnestly,  that  it  was  quite  true  I  had  not  spoken 
in  praise  of  people  in  high  rank,  as  I  consider 
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those  to  be  very  poor  and  miserable,  whose  life 
glides  away  in  folly  and  delusion.  To  this  she 
briefly  answered,  that  she  would  be  saved  in 
her  own  way.  "  No,"  returned  I,  "  you  will 
not,  nor  do  you  wish  to  be  saved,  for  you  do 
not  think  either  of  your  salvation,  or  of  a  world 
to  come.  You  are  on  the  broad  road  which 
leadeth  to  destruction.  Oh,  Thekla !  you  know 
the  truth,  but  the  world  has  ensnared  your 
heart ;  and  remember,  ^  the  world  passeth  away, 
and  the  lust  thereof ;  but  he  that  doetli  the  will 
of  God,  abideth  forever.'  The  world  is  a  bad 
friend,  promising  honour,  which  to  the  wise  is 
but  ignominy  ;  giving  hopes  of  pleasure,  which 
soon  turns  into  woe."  Thekla  now  interrupted 
me,  saying,  she  did  not  wish  to  hear  more  ;  but 
Kosalie  added,  "Why  not?  Our  objecting  to 
listen  is  an  evident  sign  that  we  are  touched  by 
what  is  said  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  will  gladly  at- 
tend to  all  that  Lulu  has  to  say." 

This  gave  me  great  pleasure,  for  I  remem- 
bered Kate's  remark,  that  females  are  often 
permitted  to  exercise  great  influence  over  the 
minds  of  those  of  their  own  age  and  sex ;  and 
that  if  they  speak  faithfully  in  love  and  hu- 
mility— but  wholly  depending  upon  God — ^the 
blessing  may  prove  more  abundant  than  they 
could  have  imagined.  I  recollected  also  that, 
"  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings,  the 
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Lord  hath  perfected  to  himself  praise  ;"  and 
breathed  the  petition,  "  Oh,  gracious  God !  per- 
fect th J  strength  in  my  weakness,  and  grant  me 
true  humility." 

After  Thekla  left  the  room,  Eosalie  said,  that 
she  much  desired  to  have  joy,  and  peace,  and 
the  hope  of  salvation  implanted  in  her  heart ; 
but  did  not  know  how  to  obtain  it.  I  replied, 
that  I  was  myself  too  weak  and  sinful  to  be  able 
to  direct  her ;  but  advised,  that  if  she  were  in 
earnest  in  seeking  for  guidance,  she  should 
study  God's  Holy  Word  in  a  child-like  teach- 
able spirit,  so  as  to  learn  His  will  there,  as 
taught  us  by  His  own  lips,  and  those  of  His 
Apostles ;  and  said,  that  if  she  would  attend 
church,  she  would  hear  the  Scriptures  beauti- 
tifully  and  clearly  explained  by  our  pastor. 
She  answered  me,  that  she  had  often  tried  to 
read  the  Bible,  but  had  been  afraid  to  go  on ; 
that  there  was  so  much  said  in  it  about  eternal 
destruction  and  the  devil,  and  so  much  required 
in  order  to  obtain  salvation,  as  must  make  those 
who  study  it  miserable.  "  Oh,  dear  E-osalie  !" 
said  I,  "  you  are  on  the  way  towards  truth  ! 
No  one,  indeed,  could  be  saved  without  faith  in 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  "We  must  all  have  been 
in  fear  and  dread,  but  for  His  immeasurable 
love  towards  us.  But  we  require  to  feel  our 
need  of  Him,  and  fully  to  realize  what  He  has 
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done  for  us  :  let  us  then  beseech  our  Saviour  to 
give  us  faith  in  Him,  for  it  is  a  blessed  secret, 
known  only  to  those  who  fear  the  Lord  :  and 
through  it  we  obtain  almighty  strength,  heav- 
enly peace,  joy  unspeakable,  and  life  everlast- 
ing. Pray  to  Him  again  and  again,  even  with- 
out ceasing  ;  believe,  and  rest  assured,  that  the 
Lord  hears  your  petitions.  He  loves  us  so 
much  that  he  cannot  leave  us.  He  comes  and 
takes  up  His  abode  in  our  hearts."  I  said  still 
more  than  this,  in  the  fulness  of  my  joy ;  and 
when  doing  so,  I  thought  again  of  Kate's  words : 
"  Would  that  believers  had  more  faith  ;  for, 
alas !  they  depend  so  much  upon  the  opinion 
of  the  world,  that  even  when  speaking  on  the 
subject  nearest  and  most  precious  to  their  souls, 
they  do  it  with  such  reserve,  and  so  little  exer- 
cise of  moral  courage,  as  must  induce  their 
hearers  either  to  doubt  the  reality  of  that  truth 
so  hesitatingly  opposed  to  them,  or  to  feel  that 
the  speaker  needs  himself  to  be  grounded  in 
and  strengthened  by  it.  We  are  not  fully  ac- 
quainted with  our  Lord,  and  the  power  of  His 
might."  Then,  thought  I,  let  me  seek  after 
that  strength,  which  will  be  freely  given  me. 
"  Thou  art  my  help  forever  and  ever." 

At  this  solemn  season  especially  should  we, 
more  eagerly  than  ever,  importune  for  the  in- 
fluences of  God's  Holy  Spirit,  and  lay  our  hearts 
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open  to  his  guidance.  I  may  be  mistaken  in 
this  idea,  but  it  seems  to  me  as  if  I,  a  poor 
weak  child,  could  approach  with  more  confi- 
dence to  my  blessed  Saviour,  in  His  form  of  a 
little  holy  child,  than  in  His  more  glorified  as- 
pect of  the  Redeemer  of  the  world.  Hosalie 
intends  accompanying  us  to  church  every  Sun- 
day in  future ;  she  also  made  inquiries  as  to 
our  hour  for  morning  prayers ;  but  on  hearing 
how  early  we  are,  she  declared  she  could  not 
think  of  rising  so  soon,  as  it  would  injure  her 
nerves,  and  weary  her  for  the  remainder  of  the 
day.  Ah,  dear  Rosalie !  I  foretell  that  you  will 
yet  offer  to  the  Lord  more  than  an  houi''s  sleep. 
May  He  give  His  blessing.    Amen. 

December  13. 

"  "We  have  formed  a  conspiracy  against  Aunt 
Juliet,"  whispered  I  to-day  to  Yollberger. 
"Watch,  and  you  will  find  that  we  come  off 
victorious."  "l!^o,  no.  Miss!"  said  he,  in  a 
warning  voice ;  "  don't  you  commence  any 
thing  of  that  kind ;  it  would  give  no  pleasure 
to  us  in  the  quiet  wing.  Oh,  no !  we  will  have 
no  conspiracy."  I  could  not  restrain  a  smile  as 
I  replied,  "Yollberger,  we  are  not  going  to 
fight  behind  backs ;  all  shall  be  done  openly 
and  honourably.  ISTor  do  we  struggle  or  con- 
quer in  our  own  strength :  it  is  with  the  help 
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of  tlie  Lord  above.  But  Aunt  Juliet's  heart 
will  be  made  to  yield  to  the  prayers  offered  up 
for  her ;  and  you  will  find  that  she  will  attend 
service  on  Christmas  Eve,  and  join  in  singing 
the  praises  of  our  Saviour."  "  Oh !  that  is  all 
well ;  I  have  no  objection  to  thaty^^  said  the  old 
man. 

December  14. 

Yesterday  Lucy  and  I  drove  with  Aunt  Juliet 
to  town ;  it  was  very  kind  of  her  to  take  me 
with  her.  Thekla  said  that  if  my  red  velvet 
hat  was  to  be  worn  along  with  the  green  silk 
jacket  given  me  by  Aunt  Juliet,  she  would  not 
be  of  the  party ;  Kosalie  remained  at  home  on 
account  of  headache  ;  so  we  three  went  without 
them,  and  a  happy  trio  we  were.  I  am  gaining 
gradually  more  and  more  Aunt  Juliet's  love ; 
she  also  took  "that  scoundrel"  Yollberger,  as 
she  calls  him,  saying,  he  might  be  of  some  use 
to  us.  But  if  he  were  to  wear  himself  out  in 
his  zeal  to  serve  her,  it  would  be  all  in  vain.  I 
was  wrapped  in  a  fur  cloak,  which  was  very 
comfortable,  as  the  wind  blew  keenly  across 
the  fields  of  snow,  sending  all  our  complexion 
to  the  points  of  our  noses.  But  when  once  in 
town,  I  quickly  grew  warm,  both  with  walking 
about,  and  also  with  astonishment  at  seeing 
things  which  were  altogether  new  to  me.     It 
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was  quite  an  amusement  to  go  from  shop  to 
shop,  and  watch  Aunt  Juliet  make  her  pur- 
chases, which  she  did  so  cleverly  and  smartly, 
that  I  had  scarcely  time  to  look  round,  and  be 
amazed  with  all  I  saw  in  one  shop,  when  I  was 
hurried  to  another.  A  beautiful  cloak  and  a 
dark-blue  velvet  bonnet  were  bought  for  Ro- 
salie, both  of  which  I  had  to  try  on ;  and  I 
must  confess  that  I  would  fain  have  been  the 
possessor  of  them,  but  only  on  one  condition — 
that  I  had  plenty  of  money.  Ah,  no!  Kate's 
letter  acknowledging  the  sum  I  sent  warmed 
me  far  more  than  the  softest  cloak  could  do  ; 
but  really  I  do  not  in  the  least  mind  the  want 
of  one  ;  perhaps  in  some  future  winter  I  may 
be  able  to  get  a  muffler  for  myself.  I  bought 
Kate's  merino  dress,  which  is  very  pretty,  and 
also  worsted  to  make  stockings  for  the  three 
motherless  children,  which  Sophie  will  help  me 
to  knit;  lilac  silk  to  make  Aunt  Juliet  a  pair 
of  morning  slippers,  and  a  perforated  card  for 
markers.  All  these  I  got  with  my  own  money ; 
but  Herr  von  Schaffau  gave  us  both  a  large 
sum,  and  when  Aunt  Juliet  was  making  some 
calls,  we  went  with  Yollberger  to  a  toy-shop,  and 
also  to  a  ginger-bread  store,  after  which  we  must 
have  been  rather  strange  looking  figures  walking 
through  the  streets,  laden  with  our  treasures, 
which  seemed  to  rivet  the  wistful  gaze  of  many 
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a  passing  child.  It  was  yery  amusing  to  see 
how  the  children  stood  near  stalls,  and  before 
shop  windows,  and  then  tripped  away  lightly 
along  the  streets,  curiosity,  astonishment,  and 
joyous  hope  depicted  on  their  bright  little  faces. 
Oh,  yes !  a  quiet  path  of  hope,  of  longing  de- 
sire, and  of  joy,  runs  through  the  whole  world  ; 
would  that  men  only  knew  from  whence  this 
path  comes,  and  whither  it  leads. 

It  was  pretty  late  by  the  time  we  reached 
home.  On  the  way  I  could  think  of  little  else 
than  our  purchases  of  dolls,  drums  and  guns, 
and  arrange  and  distribute  them  in  my  own 
mind;  besides  this,  I  must  confess  that  my 
thoughts  rested  very  much  on  some  splendid 
tapestry  wool  and  beautiful  patterns  that  I  saw 
people  buying.  My  Christmas  presents  ap- 
peared so  very  insignificant  that  I  would  gladly 
have  supplied  their  places  with  prettier  things, 
but  I  quieted  myself  with  Kate's  warning, — 
"  Do  not  undertake  too  much."  I  have  a  little 
gift  for  every  one.  The  pictures  are  very  pretty, 
especially  Aunt  Juliet's,  which  is  a  likeness  of 
Lucy  in  her  nursery.  True,  I  have  nothing  for 
Herr  von  Schaifau.  I  thought  of  doing  a — ; 
but,  oh !  it  was  very  foolish,  for  he  draws  and 
paints  much  better  than  I,  so  that  idea  is  quite 
laid  aside;  and  now  I  have  only  to  think  of 
presents  for  the  children.     Our  purchases  were 
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deposited  in  my  room,  and  Lucy  and  I  sat  up 
till  eleven  o'clock  unpacking.  Aunt  Juliet  and 
Herr  von  Schaffau  were  there  at  first  but  did 
not  meddle  with  any  thing.  I  was  afraid  we  had 
bought  too  many  toys  and  ginger  cakes,  and 
now  it  seems  as  if  we  had  not  enough.  Herr 
von  Schaffau  has  promised,  however,  to  supply 
us  with  all  that  we  may  require ;  and  besides, 
he  ate  two  of  the  large  ginger  cakes,  which  I 
think  was  very  greedy. 

Saturday,  December  15. 

It  is  very  well  that  I  did  not  commence  any 
additional  piece  of  work,  as  I  have  got  much  to 
do  that  I  did  not  expect.  The  pastor's  wife,  es- 
pecially, lays  claim  to  a  considerable  portion  of 
my  time.  I  am  often  at  the  parsonage,  and 
like  being  there.  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  assist  in 
the  household  matters.  The  lady  is  a  most 
excellent  person,  but  she  finds  it  difficult  to 
manage  seven  children  ;  and  though  Mr.  Heber 
relieves  her  of  the  charge  of  several,  still  she 
seems  overburdened,  owing,  perhaps,  in  some 
measure,  to  the  want  of  skill  in  her  arrange- 
ments. The  children  are  still  going  about  in 
their  summer  dresses.  I  rummaged  up  to-day 
an  old  dressing  gown  of  the  pastor's  and  some 
gowns  belonging  to  his  wife,  to  try  if  I  could 
make  warm  frocks  out  of  them  for  the  little 
11* 
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ones,  but  there  was  not  sufficient.  Mr.  Heber 
told  us  he  had  seen  a  very  pretty  chintz  curtain 
— evidently  laid  aside  as  useless — hanging  upon 
a  clothes-horse,  in  the  spare  room.  We  availed 
ourselves  of  this  acceptable  information,  and  I 
hope  to  set  about  equipping  the  little  party  ere 
long.  The  poor  pastor  finds  his  means  too 
limited  for  his  increasing  family,  but  he,  of 
course,  avoids  running  into  debt,  and  so  they 
are  often  in  want.  It  seems  quite  natural  that 
I  should  share  in  their  anxiety.  I  feel  as  if  I 
were  one  of  the  family,  and  often  am  I  reminded 
of  my  own  dear  home,  where  there  was  gener- 
ally a  deficiency  of  means,  but  still  our  gracious 
God  was  always  with  us ;  yes,  the  greater  our 
need  the  more  sensibly  we  felt  His  presence. 
The  Lord  will  also  supply  them  with  what  is 
needful  at  this  season. 

Mr.  Heber  lately  bought  some  prints  of 
soldiers,  which  he  and  I  have  painted,  gummed 
on  pasteboard,  supporting  them  behind,  to 
make  them  stand ;  they  will  be  a  fine  army 
for  the  little  boys.  Lucy  has  given  me  some  of 
her  old  doUsj  which  have  become  as  good  as 
new  in  my  hands,  and  will  be  a  source  of  great 
delight  to  the  girls  ;  so  I  have  a  present  for 
each,  and  my  drawings  play  no  inconsiderable 
part  among  the  number.  I  am  pretty  busy 
now  with  my  work,  and  in  the  ensuing  week  we 
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shall  have  to  make  vanilla  cakes,  and  all  kinds 
of  confections,  and  to  prepare  the  ornaments  for 
the  Christmas  tree.  There  is  great  cleansing 
and  airing  going  on  in  the  strangers'  apartments 
below,  Frau  von  Schlichten  having  invited  an 
immense  number  of  guests,  to  make  amends  for 
her  not  being  in  the  metropolis  at  this  season. 
They  intend  going  from  home  immediately 
after  Christmas ;  Herr  von  Schaffau  would  not 
permit  their  leaving  sooner.  It  is  not  yet  de- 
cided where  Aunt  Juliet,  Lucy,  and  I  are  to  be ; 
this  depends  entirely  on  Herr  von  SchaiFau; 
and  Aunt  Juliet  tells  me  that  his  sister  does  not 
wish  us  to  remain  with  him.  I  cannot  under- 
stand the  reason  of  this,  as  the  enmity  between 
him  and  Aunt  Juliet  seems  greatly  abated. 


December  16. 

A  more  lovely  Sabbath  than  the  preceding, 
and  one  of  still  richer  enjoyment!  "When — as 
is  our  custom  on  this  day — we  were  about  4:o 
commence  our  morning  prayers  immediately 
on  being  dressed,  Eosalie  entered  the  room.  I 
held  out  my  hand  to  her  in  silence,  and  after- 
wards most  fervently  included  her  in  our  peti- 
tions.    She  joined  us  in  singing  the  hymn, — 

"Up!  up!  ye  fellow  pilgrims," 
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and  also  accompanied  us  to  church.  The  pastor 
preached  more  beautifully  than  ever,  but  it  is 
true,  I  have  the  same  opinion  each  time  I  hear 
him.  He  said  that  we  must  not  only  prepare 
our  hearts,  but  our  houses  also  to  receive  the 
Lord,  that  we  should  not  serve  him  alone  in 
our  hearts,  but  should  glorify  Him  in  our  life 
and  conversation.  I  felt  the  sermon  very 
strengthening,  and  have  each  of  the  heads  of  it 
deeply  impressed  upon  my  mind,  l^or  was  I 
the  only  one  affected  by  it ;  as  we  were  about 
to  seat  ourselves  at  the  dinner-table, — there  be- 
ing no  strangers,  merely  our  own  party  of 
seven, — Herr  von  Schaffau  said,  in  a  would- 
be  firm,  but  still  an  agitated  voice,  "  We  will 
commence  to-day,  and  in  future  ask  God's 
blessing  before  sitting  down  to  table."  He 
then  said  grace;  while  the  ladies  raised  their 
hands  in  amazement.  After  a  slight  pause, 
Herr  von  Schaffau  entered  into  conversation 
with  those  around,  and  seemed  determined  to 
be  particularly  kind  and  agreeable.  We  have 
for  some  time  asked  a  blessing  ourselves  quietly, 
but  it  was  with  a  degree  of  embarrassment — 
fancying  what  those  sitting  by  would  think — 
which  made  it  a  disagreeable  form. 

I  heard  some  account  of  the  family  to-day 
from  Yollberger,  who  was  here  at  a  late  hour ; 
he  is  very  truthful,  and  I  listened,  not  from 
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curiosity,  but  with  a  feeling  of  the  deepest  in- 
terest. He  told  me  that  Herr  von  Schlichten 
had  possessed  a  small  estate  in  a  distant  part  of 
the  country,  in  which  Aunt  Juliet's  fortune  was 
invested ;  but  owing  to  bad  management  on 
her  brother's  death,  she  lost  all.  Herr  von 
Schaffau  then  took  the  affairs  into  his  own 
hands,  and  has  laboured  hard  for  six  years  to 
clear  the  property  of  debt,  that  it  might  yield 
some  income,  however  small,  to  his  sister. 
Aunt  Juliet  naturally  feels  that  she  has  a 
claim  upon  her  sister-in-law,  but  often  speaks 
with  a  want  of  delicacy,  saying  that  she  has  not 
only  a  right  to  the  hospitality  of  this  house,  but 
that  a  sense  of  justice  would  entitle  her  to  far 
more.  When  Herr  von  Schaffau  received  these 
ladies  into  his  house  six  years  ago,  his  compara- 
tive youth,  and  a  consciousness  that  they  were 
to  a  certain  extent  dependent  upon  him  for 
their  happiness,  prevented  his  opposing  their 
wish  to  live  in  the  same  style  to  which  they 
had  been  accustomed.  "  Every  thing  was  con- 
ducted at  first  in  a  very  orderly  manner,"  con- 
tinued Yollberger,  "  and  though  a  dozen  guests 
did  join  our  party  each  day  at  dinner,  that 
made  little  difference  in  the  household  ex- 
penses ;  besides,  the  profligates  whom  they  for- 
merly entertained,  dared  not  come  here.  Still 
my  master  was   dissatisfied.     Two  years  ago 
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Frau  von  Schlichten  had  a  tedious  illness,  which 
obliged  her  to  give  up  the  management  of  house- 
hold matters ;  and  while  she  was  still  poorly, 
Herr  von  Schaffau  sailed  for  England. 

"  I  remained  here,  and  the  steward  staid  in 
the  other  wing  of  the  castle,  to  see  that  all  went 
on  rightly,  for  you  know,  when  the  cat  is  away, 
the  mice  often  leap  over  tables  and  benches. 
And  truly,  scarcely  was  the  master  gone,  than 
guest  after  guest  poured  in ;  Frau  von  Schlich- 
ten recovered  rapidly ;  the  two  eldest  girls 
sprang  up  all  at  once  into  young  ladies ;  and 
what  gaiety  there  was !  At  length  the  steward 
objected  to  supply  the  strangers'  horses  wdth 
oats,  and  even  demurred  about  providing  butter 
and  poultry  for  the  table ;  whilst  I  was  so 
shocked  at  the  proceedings  of  the  young  ladies 
and  their  governess,  that  I  could  not  forbear 
acquainting  my  master.  Swift  as  the  wind  he 
came — this  was  last  March.  A  great  change 
had  passed  over  all  here  from  the  time  he  left 
home,  but  he  himself  was  no  less  altered. 
Surely  there  must  be  something  peculiar  in  the 
air  of  England,  to  have  strengthened  his  moral 
courage  to  such  a  degree ;  for  all  at  once,  he 
began  to  act  towards  his  sister  with  a  degree  of 
spirit  and  decision  which  I  had  not  believed 
him  to  possess.  He  was  still  gentle  and  loving, 
but  ever  firm,  and  his  will  must  now  be  law. 
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The  obnoxious  guests  were  soon  obliged  to 
leave;  the  unsuitable  domestics,  one  by  one, 
were  dismissed  ;  and  finally  the  governess  was 
one  day  put  into  a  cartriage,  and  driven  off  in 
great  speed,  to  the  nearest  railway  station. 
Frau  von  Schlichten  is  very  cunning,  and  pre- 
tended to  be  pleased  with  what  she  could  not 
avoid ;  but  Aunt  Juliet  gave  vent  to  all  her  in- 
dignation. She  called  my  master  a  saint,  a 
methodist,  a  miser ;  and  me  a  hypocrite,  and  a 
tell-tale.  She  is  fully  aware  that  my  master  is 
too  noble-minded  to  turn  her  out  of  house  and 
home,  now  that  she  is  as  poor  as  a  church- 
mouse.  Last  spring,  also,  Herr  von  Schaffau 
appointed  our  present  pastor  to  this  living; 
and,  as  you  are  aware,  was  most  anxious  that 
his  sister  should  come  here  to  superintend  the 
education  of  the  young  ladies ;  but  Frau  von 
Schlichten  with  her  usual  slyness,  and  Aunt 
Juliet  in  her  own  rude  manner,  decidedly  op- 
posed this  arrangement." 

On  hearing  this,  I  sighed,  feeling  how  very 
distressing  it  is  to  be  the  cause  of  dissension  in 
a  family.  YoUberger  divining  my  thoughts, 
hastily  added :  "  ISTow,  you  are  quite  mistaken ; 
there  is  no  cause  for  vexation.  Lucy's  affection 
for  you  has  reconciled  my  master  to  your  youth 
and  inexperience,  and  has  also  been  the  means 
of  drawing  him  and  Aunt  Juliet  together ;  in 
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short,  matters  are  on  a  very  good  footing  now. 
Next  spring  there  is  to  be  a  complete  alteration 
in  the  family,  for  which  preparations  are  now 
making  on  the  estate  at  Pliiggen ;  and  it  would 
be  most  desirable  that  onr  merry  party  should 
adopt  a  more  retired  and  economical  life  when 
there ;  however,  my  master  is  master,  and  can 
adjust  affairs  as  he  likes.  Frau  von  Schlichten 
is  eager  to  have  her  daughters  married;  and 
having  failed  in  getting  Thekla  united  to  a  per- 
son on  whom  she  had  set  her  hopes,  she  is  de- 
termined that  poor  Rosalie,  who  obeys  her 
mother  with  complete  submission,  shall  bring 
her  at  least  a  wealthy  son-in-law,  and  Herr  von 
Tiilsen  would,  I  dare  say,  he  irresistible  to 
many  an  unportioned  young  lady ; — do  you  not 
think  so  Miss  ?"  added  he  inquiringly.  "  I  have 
a  peculiar  aversion  to  Herr  von  Tiilsen,"  I  can- 
didly replied ;  and  most  truly,  money  would  be 
no  inducement  to  me  to  give  my  hand  to  any 
person.  No  ;  he  who  would  gain  my  affections 
must  be  much  wiser,  and  more  heavenly-minded 
than  myself — one  to  whom  I  could  entirely  look 
up  like  a  trusting  child,  while  strengthening 
myself  in  his  faith  and  love.  I  would  not  mind 
his  being  poor ;  indeed,  I  should  almost  prefer 
it,  for  I  think  there  is  more  happiness  to  be 
found  in  the  abodes  of  poverty  than  of  wealth. 
Gladly  would  I  work  for  money,  or  keep  a 
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school ;  I  could  dig  and  plant  my  garden,  which 
would  be  much  more  enjoyable  than  entertain- 
ing heartless  company,  and  being  obliged  to 
pay  deference  to  all  the  etiquette  of  the  little 
great. 

Yollberger  means  well,  and  has  given  me 
good  advice,  as  to  the  way  I  should  act  when 
guests  come.  I  do  not  intend  to  mind  them, 
but  will  celebrate  a  happy  Christmas  with  Lucy 
in  our  quiet  wing ;  and  when  I  go  down  stairs, 
I  will  commend  my  heart  to  God,  and  allow 
the  company  to  flit  to  and  fro  around  me  like 
shadows,  while  my  thoughts  are  engaged  with 
a  more  brilliant  throng.  But'I  just  wish  that 
they  were  all  off  again,  and  also  that  the  party 
here  would  set  out  for  the  metropolis,  and  leave 
us  by  ourselves ;  then,  indeed,  should  a  busy 
time  follow  these  festival  days !  We  shall  have 
plenty  to  occupy  us, — cooking-room,  school, 
housekeeping;  then  spring,  and  all  its  pleas- 
ures! 

December  22. 

We  have  laid  aside  lessons  since  yesterday, 
and  I  spend  my  whole  time  in  the  garden-house. 
I  have  covered  the  tables,  laid  the  things  on 
them,  and  ornamented  the  tree  /  but  have  still 
some  little  matters  to  arrange  and  complete ; 
and  very  imposing  our  festive  room  looks,  in 
12 
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my  opinion.  The  manger  for  Lucy  is  uncom- 
monly pretty ;  the  gardener  made  me  a  beauti- 
ful little  garden,  and  I  have  thatched  the  stable 
and  painted  all  the  figures ;  it  is  really  very 
nicely  finished.  To-day,  I  heard  carnages  drive 
to  the  door,  then  dresses  rustling,  and  doors 
slammed,  which  shows  that  the  guests  have  ar- 
rived, and  that  the  house  is  once  more  alive. 
Oh,  how  secure  I  feel,  and  how  shut  out  from 
all  the  world!  I  have  obtained  leave  not  to 
appear  at  table  until  Christmas-day.  As  there 
was  still  much  to  be  done  at  the  parsonage,  I 
set  off  to  walk  there  during  twilight ;  and  on 
my  way  I  took  some  turns  up  and  down  beside 
the  elder-hedge.  It  is  delightful  to  walk  alone, 
more  especially  at  that  still  reflective  hour.  I 
had  not  been  long  there,  when  I  perceived  a 
figure  approaching  along  the  path,  which  I 
soon  recognized  to  be  that  of  Herr  von  Tiilsen, 
and  hearing  him  call  me,  I  quickly  ran  away. 
The  labours  at  the  parsonage  seem  rather  to  ac- 
cumulate than  diminish;  fresh  mountains  of 
toil  and  care  are  constantly  springing  up  for 
the  worthy  lady.  I  advise  her  not  to  be  too 
much  engrossed  with  anxiety ;  and  the  pastor 
is  of  my  opinion,  that  we  should  celebrate  these 
days  without  distraction ;  besides,  to-morrow 
will  be  Sunday.  The  children  are  quite  wild 
with  joy,  so  that  it  is  impossible  to  manage 
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them ;  there  are  never-ceasing  sounds  of  merri- 
ment and  play,  while  screams  of  delighted  fun 
peal  through  the  house.  The  pastor  looks  at 
every  thing,  on  the  bright  side;  and  when  his 
wife  stands^-as  it  were,  beneath  her  mountains, 
allowing  their  shadows  to  darken  her  path,  he 
tries  to  dispel  the  gloom,  and  she  willingly  per- 
mits him.  She  and  I  worked  diligently  till 
eleven  o'clock,  while  the  pastor  read  to  us  the 
Life  of  the  Holy  Monica,  and  then  conducted 
me  home.  What  a  contrast  was  there  between 
the  peaceable  parsonage  and  the  bright  gay 
castle. 

December  24. 

"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest ;  on  earth  peace, 
good-will  toward  men." 

"  Sing,  O  heavens ;  and  be  joyful,  O  earth ; 
and  break  forth  into  singing,  O  mountains ;  for 
the  Lord  hath  comforted  His  people,  and  pitied 
His  afflicted." 

And  so  He  hath ;  all  is  harmony  in  my  heart. 
Below  there  are  sounds  of  revelling  and  confu- 
sion. Guests  are  still  arriving ;  but  the  thawed 
snow  has  rendered  the  way  almost  impractica- 
ble— the  bridge  is  completely  under  water ;  and 
Herr  von  Schaifau  himself  rode  across  to  pre- 
vent the  carriages  coming  that  way.  This 
nearly  upset  the  equanimity  of  our  temper,  for 
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he  had  promised  to  take  a  walk  with  Lucy  and 
me ;  and  we  were  wonderfully  soon  ready,  and 
had  got  every  thing  over  shortly  after  three 
o'clock.  Our  part  of  the  agreement  was  ful- 
filled, and  we  thought  he  would  surely  perform 
his  engagement.  Lucy  loves  her  uncle  very 
dearly,  and  literally  leaped  with  delight  on  see- 
ing him  later  in  the  day,  as  he  hurried  through 
the  garden  in  search  of  us.  Happening  to  be 
near  a  fir  grove  at  the  time,  we  ran  into  it  to 
hide  there,  and  as  he  was  going  quickly  past, 
Lucy  shook  the  soft  snow  from  the  boughs  and 
stopped  him.  But  the  bell  soon  commenced ; 
the  illuminations  of  the  church  penetrated  the 
gloom ;  and  light  after  light  sprang  up  in  the 
village.  We  hastened  on,  and  on  entering  our 
pew,  found  Aunt  Juliet  already  there !  The 
chandeliers  cast  a  glow  upon  the  old  knight  and 
his  lady,  which  made  them  look  more  life-like 
than  ever.  We  sang  the  joyful  Christmas  hymn, 
in  which  many  children's  voices  joined ;  and 
though  quite  out  of  tune,  their  sweet  little  tones 
could  not  spoil  "the  harmony.  Fraulein  von 
Ramberg,  Rosalie,  and  some  other  ladies  came 
in  later,  and  went  away  together.  We  lingered 
in  the  church-yard,  listening  to  the  bells,  till  the 
lights  were  all  extinguished,  and  then  proceeded 
on  our  way.  Herr  von  Schafi'au  conducted  Aunt 
Juliet  and  me  home ;  I  have  never  before  seen 
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his  countenance  wear  such  a  joyous  expression. 
He  seemed  as  happy  as  a  child.  As  we  went 
along,  he  said  to  me  that  he  was  looking  for- 
ward with  great  pleasure  to  the  presents  he 
should  receive  in  the  garden-house.  I  felt  at 
first  a  little  frightened,  till  I  thought  that  he 
must  be  joking,  for  I  had  nothing  to  give  him. 
Lucy  and  I  dressed  ourselves  hastily  in  our 
white  muslin  frocks,  and  placed  orange  blos- 
soms in  our  hair,  wishing  to  be  well  adorned  on 
this  festive  day ;  and  then  quickly  went  to  light 
the  candles.  Rosalie  assisted  us,  and  seemed 
very  busy  each  time  I  saw  her.  The  corner 
where  I  had  arranged  my  presents  was  covered 
over  with  muslin.  Presently  we  heard  little 
footsteps  and  whispering.  The  door  opened, 
and  what  a  delightful  sight !  E-ichly  were  we 
repaid  for  all  our  industry.  With  countenances 
radiant  with  joy  the  young  ones  entered.  We 
led  each  to  her  place,  and  sang,  first, — 

"  From  heaven  above  have  I  come  down ;" 

and  then, — 

"  Oh !  happy,  holy  Christmas  time." 

Bosalie,  Lucy,  Sophie,  and  I,  sang  in  two  parts 
with  the  elder  children,  and  it  sounded  delight- 
ful in  that  lofty  room.    Then  followed  agreeable 
12* 
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surprise  and  delight  at  their  beautiful  presents ; 
and  while  I  was  engrossed  with  the  children  I 
did  not  observe  that  the  room  had  filled  with 
fullgrown  people  from  the  drawing-room.  The 
unwelcome  voice  of  Herr  von  Tiilsen  almost 
made  me  angry,  but  I  would  not  allow  myself 
to  be  so.  Lucy  was  charmed  with  her  manger ; 
the  transjparency  ^  with  "  Glory  to  God  in  the 
highest!"  glittered  brightly  between  the  dark 
fir  tops.  The  grown  people  were  also  pleased, 
and  I  distributed  my  pictures  among  the  ladies. 
When  the  first  bustle  was  over,  and  I  stood 
alone  beside  the  manger,  Herr  von  Schaffau 
came  up  to  me.  "  And  is  there  really  nothing 
for  me  ?"  he  softly  whispened.  He  looked  quite 
vexed  as  he  said  so,  gazing  the  while  into  my 
eyes,  as  though  he  wished  to  read  my  heart. 
Can  he  think  that  I  bear  him  ill-will  ?  I  can- 
not express  the  feeling  his  words  produced ; 
but  as  I  looked  at  him  I  thought  how  gladly 
would  I  have  something  to  give.  He  evidently 
understood  me,  for  before  I  spoke,  a  look  of 
friendliness  had  passed  over  his  face ;  and  on 
my  saying  that  if  I  might  venture  I  should  like 
still  to  ofier  him  some  little  gift,  he  replied, — 
"  Pray,  then,  paint  me  a  view  of  Plettenhaus ;" 
to  which  I  gladly  consented.  Aunt  Juliet's 
loud  voice  now  summoned  us  to  the  distribution 
above,  and  for  the  first  time  I  had  a  feeling  of 
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joy  in  thinking  that  there  would  surely  be 
something  for  me,  and  with  eager  expectation 
I  entered  the  brilliant  saloon.  Oh !  I  got  too 
much.  The  cloak  and  bonnet  are  both  mine, 
besides  a  dress,  handkerchiefs,  gloves,  water- 
colours,  drawing  paper  and  pencils,  and  beauti- 
ful books.  I  could  not  express  my  thanks ;  but 
of  all,  I  must  confess  that  I  was  most  pleased 
with  the  paper  and  painting  materials.  Lucy 
and  I  begged  to  be  excused  from  dinner,  as  we 
greatly  preferred  occupying  ourselves  with  our 
splendid  presents.  Frau  von  Schlichten  be- 
came very  gracious  to  me  on  observing  that  I 
declined  Herr  von  Tiilsen's  offer  to  hand  me  to 
the  dining-room.  Yollberger  supplied  us  with 
good  fare ;  we.  were  soon  done,  and  then  I 
looked  out  my  nicest  sheet  of  paper  for  the 
drawing  of  Plettenhaus,  took  down  my  own 
little  view  from  my  room,  and  began  to  copy 
it.  And  truly  I  may  say  that  Lucy  and  I  were 
a  happy  pair.  After  dinner,  Rosalie  came  to 
ask  me  to  go  down  and  sing  some  national  airs 
to  the  company,  as  Herr  von  Schaffau  has 
strictly  prohibited  dancing,  or  any  boisterous 
amusement,  during  these  festive  days.  This 
evening  was  devoted  to  music,  and  they  had 
already  played  several  quartettes.  I  sang  with 
a  glad  heart ;  not  for  display,  but  with  a  feeling 
of  Christian  peace.     All  within  was  bright  and 
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tranquil,  and  I  could  include  those  around  me 
in  my  love  while  praying  for  grace  to  bear  my 
crosses  with  humility  and  meekness,  sensible 
how  unworthy  I  am  of  all  the  loving  kindness 
and  mercy  which  the  Lord  has  bestowed  upon 
me.  It  seemed  as  if  my  thoughts  could  be 
read,  for  every  one  was  kind ;  and  even  Thekla, 
who  stood  with  Herr  von  Weinberg  near  the 
piano,  said,  "  Dear  Lulu,  you  must  sing  to  us 
oftener  than  you  do."  I  took  her  hand  in  mine 
while  replying,  "  Oh !  how  gladly  would  I 
comply  with  all  your  wishes."  I  concluded 
with  the  hymn : — 

rm  weary,  and  I  fain  wonld  rest 
Upon  my  loving  Saviour's  breast. 
And  feel  His  watchful  tender  care 
While  now  for  slumber  I  prepare. 

Oh !  pardon,  gracious  Lord,  I  pray. 
The  sins  I've  harboured  all  this  day; 
For  Jesus*  blood  can  make  like  snow 
The  heart  that's  deepest  dyed,  I  know. 

Oh !  do  Thou  not  alone  extend 
Thy  wing  o'er  each  I  call  my  friend. 
But  o'er  each  being,  great  and  small, 
Watcher  of  Israel,  guard  them  all ! 

To  those  who're  grieved  in  heart,  and  weak. 
Thy  words  of  comfort  softly  speak ; 
And  may  the  moon  her  silver  light 
Shed  on  a  tearless  world  this  night. 
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My  feelings  were  quite  in  unison  with  the 
words,  which  I  sang  with  some  emotion.  And 
when  afterwards  collecting  my  beautiful  pres- 
ents, as  Aunt  Juliet  Lucy,  and  Herr  von  Schaffau 
stood  near  me,  I  could  no  longer  contain,  but 
begged  Aunt  Juliet,  in  tears,  to  bear  with  me, 
for  I  would  gladly  prove  myself  worthy  of  so 
much  kindness.  She  pressed  me  to  her  heart, 
as  she  softly  whispered,  that  I  must  allow  her 
to  supply  the  place  of  my  distant  aunt.  Lucy 
clung  tightly  to  me.  Herr  von  Schaffau  had 
stepped  over  to  the  window,  so  I  could  not  bid 
him  good-night,  for  which  I  was  sorry. 


Christmas-day, 

I  slept  but  little,  and  rose  early,  remember- 
ing the  peculiar  pleasure  which  was  in  store  for 
my  Lucy.  She  came  to  me  earlier  than  usual, 
and  we  had  prayers.  Scarcely  were  they  over 
when  Yollberger  made  his  appearance,  to  see 
how  far  on  we  were ;  while  Sophie  was  rest- 
lessly pacing  to  and  fro.  On  Lucy's  calling  for 
breakfast,  Sophie  told  her  there  was  to  be  none 
brought  up  to-day ;  which  strange  piece  of  in- 
formation she  had  not  time  to  wonder  over, 
when  Aunt  Juliet  and  Herr  von  Schaffau  came 
to  conduct  us  to  the  cooking-room.  What  joy ! 
There  were  three  different  kinds  of  ovens,  and 
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all  sorts  of  cooking  implements.  As  the  water 
was  already  in  the  boiler,  we  brought  coffee  out 
of  our  store-press,  while  Aunt  Juliet  and  Herr 
von  Schaffau  invited  themselves  to  breakfast. 
The  table  was  soon  laid — every  thing  on  it  so 
new  and  neat ; — and  when  all  was  ready,  Ro- 
salie was  asked  to  join  us.  How  happy  and 
cheerful  we  were  on  sitting  down ! — but  soon 
our  joy  was  blighted.  One  guest  after  another 
dropped  in — Herr  von  Tiilsen  of  the  number. 
We  steadfastly  refused  to  make  more  coffee, 
but  had  to  give  a  cup  to  Frau  von  Schlichten, 
who  came  last.  I  perceived  that  Herr  von 
Tiilsen  was  in  a  particularly  bland  mood.  He 
asked  me,  in  a  whisper,  if  I  meant  still  to 
seclude  myself  from  the  company  below?  I 
replied,  that  I  intended  spending  this  day  at 
the  parsonage,  to  assist  in  the  distribution  of 
presents.  He  bit  his  lip ;  and  then  suddenly 
opening  my  work-box,  thrust  a  letter  into  it. 
I  was  very  much  perplexed ;  the  thought  of 
Frau  von  Schlichten's  suspicion  rushed  into  my 
mind ;  unconsciously  I  looked  round  towards 
her ;  she  was  engaged  in  conversation ;  but 
Herr  von  Schaffau's  earnest  look  rested  on  me 
— he  had  observed  us. 

I  had  not  time  to  reflect  how  I  should  act,  as 
the  church  bell  began  to  toll,  and  the  company 
left  my  room ;  Lucy  alone  stood  by  waiting  for 
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me.  Hastily  locking  my  work-box,  I  put  on 
bonnet  and  cloak,  and  walked  with  her  to 
church.  When  there,  the  letter  wholly  en- 
grossed my  thoughts.  "  This  will  give  ground 
for  suspicion,"  thought  I;  "It  will  draw  down 
a  storm  upon  me,  and  I  shall  be  condemned."* 
But  then  I  felt  that  I  was  innocent;  and  re- 
flected again,  that  nothing  happens  by  chance ; 
that  all  mtist  work  together  for  my  good,  even 
the  receipt  of  this  letter ;  so  that  I  need  not, 
and  should  not  be  so  anxious  about  it.  These 
thoughts  comforted  me  greatly,  and  I  said  to 
myself,  "  Tlie  world  is  spacious  enough  to  af- 
ford room  for  many  letters ;  this  one  also  may 
have  a  spot  in  it." 

On  leaving  church,  I  was  surrounded  by  the 
dear  children  from  the  parsonage ;  they  wished 
to  take  me  home  with  them  at  once ;  but  I  had 
still  some  things  to  bring  from  the  castle.  Aunt 
Juliet  also  had  beautiful  confectionery  devices 
— comfits,  and  other  bon-bons  to  send,  which 
will  be  a  source  of  great  delight  to  the  young 
people.  Herr  von  Schaffau  walked  beside  me, 
and  very  sad  I  felt.  That  fatal  letter!  He 
looked  as  if  he  wished  to  say  something;  but 

*  Archbishop  Leighton's  words  rise  to  our  mind : — "  0  the 
foolish  heart  of  man !  How  often,  when  it  may  seem  serious, 
is  it  at  Domitian's  exercise  in  his  study — catching  flies."  To 
which  of  us  does  this  remark  not  apply  at  some  time  ? 
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still  remained  grave  and  silent — so  different 
from  what  he  had  been  last  evening.  It  grieved 
me  much  to  think  how  weak  ray  heart  must  be 
when  its  joy  can  be  so  easily  clouded.  But  my 
gracious  Saviour  still  remains  in  that  heart,  and 
has  again  vouchsafed  to  assist  me. 

On  the  way  back  I  was  met  by  Herr  von 
Tiilsen,  and  I  could  not  escape.  "Have  you 
read  my  letter  ?"  he  at  once  inquired.  "  I  have 
not  had  time  yet,"  replied  I.  "  Not  had  time  ?" 
said  he,  very  bitterly.  I  was  frightened.  "  I 
did  not  know  that  it  was  of  such  urgent  im- 
portance," added  I,  with  much  embarrassment. 
He  laughed  aloud,  which  made  me  feel  still 
more  alarmed.  But  he  soon  assumed  a  soft 
and  tender  manner,  and  with  many  extravagant 
expressions,  made  me  an  offer  of  marriage.  I 
shook  my  head.  He  said  he  could  not  bear  to 
see  me  in  misery  here — born  as  I  was  to  fill  a 
very  different  station ;  that  it  would  be  a  sweet 
thought  to  him  to  have  the  prospect  of  relieving 
my  aunt  from  her  present  harrowing  circum- 
stances ;  that  he  laid  all  his  wealth  at  my  feet ; 
that  I  should  live  like  a  queen ;  and  with  what 
delight  he  should  accompany  me  to  conduct 
my  aunt,  Kate,  and  James  to  my  estate.  I  gazed 
breathlessly  at  him.  I  was  quite  unprepared  for 
this  latter  proposal.  He  tried  to  take  my  hand, 
urgently  exclaiming :  "  Lulu,  only  say  yes !" 
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I  was  frightened  at  my  own  thoughts,  it 
seemed  as  if  the  devil  were  tempting  me  ;  and 
the  words,  "  Away  from  me,  I  have  nothing  to 
do  with  you!"  had  well-nigh  burst  from  my 
lips.  He  spoke  yet  more  passionately,  which 
made  me  try  to  get  away  from  him.  Then,  in 
the  most  pressing  manner,  he  begged  me  to  for- 
get what  had  passed  between  us,  and  to  act  as 
if  nothing  had  occurred,  sa3dng,  he  felt  that  he 
had  been  too  precipitate,  that  I  was  still  veiy 
young,  and  unacquainted  with  the  world,  that  I 
did  not  know  fhe  value  of  a  loving  protector 
and  an  honest  heart,  but  that  time  would  alter 
my  feelings,  and  when  I  should  be  forsaken  and 
cast  aside  by  the  world  then  I  would  remem- 
ber where  to  look  for  assistance  and  protection. 
My  heart  rose  at  these  words.  "  Who  is  my 
helper  and  defender  ?"  said  I.  "  Thou  art  my 
hope,  O  Lord  God ;  Thou  art  my  trust  from  my 
youth.  Oh !  it  is  no  evil  thing  to  be  poor,  for 
the  Almighty  God  is  my  Father ;  He  has  a  store 
of  unsearchable  riches,  and  will  give  me  all  that 
he  sees  needful.  He  will  never  leave  nor  for- 
sake either  my  aunt  or  me.  He  has  already 
loaded  me  with  His  goodness.  Oh !  I  am  in- 
deed rich;  I  will  worship  the  Lord  my  God, 
and  Him  only  will  I  serve." 

On  saying  this  I  hasted  away,  only  pausing 
to  breathe  the  petition,  "Lord,  make  me  to 
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cleave  to  Thee  with  full  purpose  of  heart." 
Then  I  called  to  mind  what  we  this  day  com- 
memorate, and  in  thought  entered  the  humble 
abode  of  the  infant  Jesus,  at  whose  feet  I  could 
willingly  resign  a  crown ;  and  glad  was  I  to 
think  that  in  the  sight  of  God  all  the  gold  in 
the  world  is  but  as  dust,  and  that  the  poor  and 
the  rich  are  all  alike  to  Him.  I  met  Yollberger 
at  the  gate  of  the  church-yard.  "  I  have  waited 
here  an  immense  time  for  you,"  said  he,  with  a 
sigh.  "  You  have  had  a  very  long  conversation 
with  Herr  von  Tiilsen."  (What  'a  contrast  there 
was  in  our  looks,  he  so  sad  and  I  quite  happy.) 
"Yollberger,  do  you  not  wish  me  well?" — 
"  God  knows  I  do,"  replied  he ;  "  but  I  tremble 
for  you,  you  are  so  young  and  the  world  is  so 
alluring."— "  But  God  is  faithful,"  added  I, 
cheerfully.  "  He  is  my  help  forever  and  ever, 
and  my  loving  Father,  who  possesses  the  first 
place  in  my  aflfections.  Oh !  I  never  feel  this 
more  than  when  a  human  being  tries  to  gain 
my  love ;  and  only  those  who  bear  His  stamp 
need  think  to  enter  into  that  heart,  which  has 
been  yielded  up  to  Him.  He  is  its  door-keeper, 
why  then  need  you  fear?"  I  then  said  good  bye, 
not  intending  to  make  my  appearance  at  the 
castle  for  the  remainder  of  the  day.  Yollbei'ger 
was  evidently  satisfied,  for  he  neither  sighed 
nor  warned  me  any  more,  but  handing  me  a 
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letter  from  Herr  von  Schaffau  to  the  pastor,  re- 
turned home.  When  once  within  the  dear  par- 
sonage, I  soon  forgot  all  my  late  annoyance. 
This  is  a  wonderful  world !  I  will  not  boast,  for, 
"Let  him  that  thinketh  he  standeth,  take  heed 
lest  he  fall ;"  but  I  feel  very  much  lifted  above 
the  world.  On  going  into  the  garden  in  the  af- 
ternoon, to  gather  evergreens, — such  as  branches 
of  the  fir-tree  and  box, — I  observed  the  company 
from  the  castle  coming  in  great  state  along  the 
maple-path.  Fran  von  Kamberg  and  Fran  von 
Schlichten  were  foremost ;  I  slipped  out  of  the 
way,  and  allow^ed  them  to  pass  along  just  below 
me.  A  blaze  of  rainbow  splendour  seemed  to 
rest  upon  that  gay  procession ;  though  they  did 
not  dazzle  me,  for  I  thought  of  them  only  as 
poor,  empty  mortals,  aspiring  after  vanity,  and 
dissatisfied  with  all  around.  It  is  on  the  par- 
sonage that  rainbow-glory  rests.  Wisdom  and 
love  reign  there,  for  there  they  serve  the  Lord, 
He  dwells  in  the  midst  of  them,  enriching  their 
hearts  with  grace,  and  joy,  and  peace  which 
passeth  understanding.  Oh,  loved  ones,  the 
Lord  whom  you  serve  will  provide  for  you ! 

And  has  He  not  done  so  ?  The  mother's  hills 
of  care  have  all  been  removed  to-day ;  the  par- 
sonage will  be  supported  for  some  time  to  come, 
out  of  the  abundance  of  Herr  von  Schafihu  ;  and 
not  a  little  proud  was  I  at  the  letter  having  come 
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by  my  hand.  As  this  was  the  case,  I  took  the 
liberty  of  bringing  great  heaps  of  cake  out  of 
the  store-room,  and  transferring  them  to  the 
tea-table,  that  the  children,  for  once,  might  have 
as  much  of  it  as  they  liked.  The  pastor  and  Mr. 
Heber  both  agreed  with  me  in  thinking  that,  on 
this  day,  there  should  be  no  thought  of  saving 
or  dividing ;  but  that  abundance  should  reign 
around.  The  children  skipped  with  joy,  and 
said  I  was  their  "  Sugar  Lulu" — no,  their  "  Lulu 
cake,"  for  cake  was  nicer  than  sugar.  When  tea 
was  over,  the  presents  were  given,  and  then  we 
had  a  very  merry  evening.  The  pastor  left  us 
to  prepare  his  sermon  for  to-morrow,  and  Mr. 
Heber  and  I  played  with  the  children.  We 
maintained  a  battle  with  weapons  of  peas ;  and 
as  I  happened  to  shoot  them  best,  my  side  was 
always  victorious.  Lucy  has  invited  the  ^ve 
children  to  spend  to-morrow  with  her,  and  in- 
tends, with  Little  Maude's  assistance,  to  make 
grand  preparations  in  the  new  kitchen  for  sup- 
per, which  is  to  be  partaken  of  in  my  room. 

The  pastor  brought  me  home.  I  am  becom- 
ing quite  fond  of  that  path,  from  hearing  so 
many  good  words  as  I  walk  along  it.  Sounds 
of  merriment  still  proceed  from  the  company 
below :  they  are  now  singing.  And  so  this  day 
is  over !  and  though  it  has  been  a  happy  one  to 
miC,  yet  I  have  had  throughout  it  a  little  thorn 
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in  my  heart.  The  letter  is  just  burned.  Can  it 
be  tliat  Herr  von  Schaffau  has  really  a  bad 
opinion  of  me  ?  It  grieves  me  to  think  so ;  I 
cannot  bring  myself  to  speak  to  him  on  the 
subject.  Sometimes  I  feel  as  if  I  could  tell 
him  every  thing;  and  then,  again,  my  heart 
sinks  within  me.  There  is  a  light  burning  in 
his  turret-room — the  only  bright  spot  in  that 
wing — and  I  can  plainly  see  his  dark  shadow 
near  the  window.  It  is  very  sad  to  be  de- 
pendent on  man's  opinion.  Would  that  I  could 
overcome  this  feeling.  O  gracious  God !  I  am 
happy  and  rich  in  Thy  love,  in  Thy  presence, 
and  favour ;  grant  that  Thy  light  may  so  shine 
through  me,  as  to  bear  evidence  of  the  joy  and 
comfort  of  my  soul,  by  the  gentleness  and  for- 
bearance which  I  exercise  toward  all  around. 
It  is  now  time  I  should  be  done.  Thanks  be  to 
Thee,  my  faithful  God,  for  Thy  goodness.  I 
am  tired — very  tired — and  lie  down  to  rest  in 
comfort ;.  may  our  Covenant  Angel  watch  over 
us  all ! 

December  26. 

After  mind  and  body  have  been  on  the 
stretch,  a  reaction  is  sure  to  follow :  such  w^as 
my  experience  to-day ;  for  I  slept  long,  and 
was  quite  weary  in  church ;  and  while  walking 
home,  with  Herr  von  Tiilsen  by  my  side,  I  could 
13* 
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not  help  yawning  frequently.  Herr  von  Schaf- 
fan  did  not  return  my  salutation  when  I  bade 
him  good  morning  on  entering  the  breakfast- 
room.  Frau  von  Schlichten  was  gorgeously 
dressed ;  she  answered  my  inquiries  as  to  how 
she  had  rested  with  the  greatest  coldness,  as  did 
all  the  party;  even  Rosalie  was  quite  unlike 
herself.  A  gentleman  presently  entered  the 
room — a  foreign  Count — for  whom  Frau  von 
Schlichten  assumed  her  most  agreeable  manner. 
She  introduced  him  to  all  the  ladies.  I  was 
standing  beside  Kosalie,  and  felt  it  very  humil- 
iating that  she  paid  not  the  slightest  regard  to 
me.  I  drew  myself  up,  and  thought,  "Are 
these  people  better  than  I?"  but  just  then  I 
met  the  triumphant  glance  of  Herr  von  Tiilsen, 
who  seemed  to  have  been  watching  me,  and  to 
have  divined  my  thoughts.  I  felt  ashamed.  Is 
this,  then,  to  be  raised  above  the  world  ?  Ah, 
no,  I  am  very  weak.  Oh,  why  does  my  heart 
always  toss  along  upon  the  undulating  waves 
of  this  life  !  And  still  I  feel  the  firm  assurance 
within,  that  I  shall  yet  be  more  than  conqueror 
through  Him  who  loved  me. 

I  resolved  to  bear  the  mortifications  which  I 
meet  with,  and  to  act  as  if  my  birth  entitled  me 
to  nothing  better ;  so,  after  a  time,  I  addressed 
Rosalie  in  a  kind  tone,  and  observing  her 
mamma  to  be  engaged  in  lively  conversation, 
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she  returned  my  friendliness.  She  told  me  that 
the  day  after  to-morrow  is  decided  on  for  their 
departure  to  Berlin,  but  that  she  would  much 
prefer  remaining  here  with  us.  Herr  von 
Schaffau  then  interrupted  us,  bringing  over  the 
strange  nobleman,  whom  he  introduced  to  me. 
I  heard  that  Count  Roden  wished  to  make  my 
acquaintance,  as  he  and  my  father  had  been 
friends :  he  had  also  known  my  aunt  and  my 
mother  very  well,  and  told  me  a  great  many 
things  that  pleased  me  exceedingly.  Oh,  my 
dear  aunt !  how  different  was  it  with  you  then 
from  now. 

Count  Roden  is  the  first  person,  in  this 
fashionable  circle,  who  has  shown  me  the 
slightest  favour  or  kindness.  He  inquired 
about  my  home ;  every  thing  respecting  it 
seemed  to  interest  him.  Kate  and  James  were 
individuals  with  whom  he  was  quite  familiar. 
I  felt  very  glad  to  answer  his  inquiries,  though 
disclosing  much  of  a  melancholy  and  distressing 
nature.  During  our  conversation,  he  asked  me, 
if  I  would  not  like  to  become  acquainted  with 
my  uncle  the  Lord  Chamberlain  and  his  family  ? 
saying,  at  the  same  time,  many  complimentary 
things.  I  felt  greatly  embarrassed.  Does  he 
not  know,  thought  I,  that  I  am  governess  here, 
and  consequently  hold  a  dependent  situation  in 
the  family?     I  had  not  time  to  reply  to  him 
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when  Lucy  came  in  to  entreat  that  I  would  go 
up  staii^s,  as  her  little  guests  had  arrived,  and 
she  wanted  me  to  make  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments. Once  in  my  room  I  remained  buried 
in  thought  for  a  whole  hour.  I  placed  the 
children  at  their  work,  and  then  at  games, 
myself  the  while  in  a  sort  of  dream,  and  re- 
treated immediately  to  the  ivy-covered  window. 
Those  were  great  allurements — my  uncle,  the 
metropolis,  new  friends !  '^  Is  there  any  induce- 
ment to  remain  in  this  family  ?"  thought  I. 
"No,  none."  Small  indeed  is  the  number  of 
those  I  love  hei'e ;  many  around  me  I  either 
dislike  or  am  quite  indifferent  to. 

"  But  will  the  world,  will  people,  be  other- 
wise there?"  This  question  I  weighed  for  a 
long  time,  and  at  length  my  heart  whispered, — 
"Mistake  not!  human  beings  are  everywhere 
alike."  Perhaps  I  had  judged  harshly  of  some. 
Then  the  remembrance  of  the  dear  parsonage, 
of  my  room,  the  garden,  the  old  castle,  kind 
Aunt  Juliet,  and  my  sweet  Lucy,  crowded  into 
my  mind.  Could  I  go  away  and  leave  them 
all  ?  Oh,  no !  I  could  not.  The  temptation  was 
past ;  once  more  I  found  myself  in  my  element, 
beside  the  children,  and  with  a  calm  heart.  I 
watched  the  company  below  setting  out  for  the 
garden.  Then  seating  myself,  with  my  new 
painting  materials  before  me,  to   colour  the 
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view  of  Plettenhaus,  I  wondered  if  Herr  von 
Schaffau  would  still  wish  to  have  it.  At  that 
instant  the  door  opened  softly  behind  me,  and 
he  himself  entered.  Determined  that  he  should 
not  know  what  I  was  engaged  about — foolish 
being  that  I  was — I  pushed  the  paper  under 
the  table.  He  quietly  lifted  it  up,  saying,  "  I 
am  glad  to  find  that  you  have  not  forgotten 
your  promise."  He  then  offered  to  show  me 
how  to  lay  on  the  colours.  I  made  an  attempt, 
and  found  him  very  patient  and  indulgent. 

"When  he  rose  to  leave  me  I  felt  as  if  I  must 
say  something, — as  though  1  would  like  to  ask 
him  always  to  let  me  know  the  cause  of  his  dis- 
satisfaction, never  to  leave  me  in  uncertainty 
respecting  it,  but  candidly  to  say  if  he  would 
wish  some  other  person  to  fill  my  situation.  I 
stood  lingering,  as  did  he.  He  had  read  my 
thoughts,  for,  looking  deeply  into  my  heart,  he 
held  out  his  hand,  saying, — "Dear  Lulu,  I 
should  indeed  ask  your  forgiveness.  You  have 
acted  rightly."  This  took  me  quite  by  surprise, 
and  I  turned  hastily  to  the  window.  Was  all 
my  annoyance,  then,  without  a  cause?  Herr 
von  Schaffau  stepped  silently  to  my  side,  but  I 
knew  not  what  to  reply.  I  saw  the  carriages 
returning  by  the  Park.  Herr  von  Tiilsen 
looked  up,  and  I  moved  back  in  affright.  But 
Herr  von  Schaffau  left  the  room  without  any 
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answer  from  me,  and,  childish  though  it  was,  I 
would  have  followed  him,  but  was  surrounded 
by  the  little  ones. 

I  have  dined  and  played  with  them,  and 
finally  banished  this  matter  from  my  mind. 
That  I  should  forgive  him !  Have  I  not  al- 
ways met  him  cheerfully?  And  may  not  this 
occurrence  be  a  warning  to  him  in  future  to 
conquer  his  capricious  manner,  and  not  be  one 
day  friendly  and  the  next  as  cold  as  ice.  The 
feast  days  are  now  over,  and  I  am  not  satisfied 
with  myself.  My  thoughts  were  too  easily  con- 
fused and  distracted.  I  enjoyed  much  more 
tlie  previous  time  when  we  looked  forward 
with  such  pleasure  to  Christmas.  Had  I  spent 
more  time  in  fervent  prayer  I  should  have  been 
safer.  Oh!  that  my  heart  were  more  quiet 
and  steadfast, — trusting  in  the  Lord  !  It  can 
and  shall  be  so. 


Night's  gloomy  shades  appear, 
She  draws  her  veil  around; 
But  Jesus  Christ  comes  near, 
And  light  and  joy  abound. 
Where'er  the  Saviour  be. 
Sunshine  we're  sure  to  see. 

Alas !  throughout  this  day. 
In  word,  in  deed,  and  look, 
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I've  sinned — I've  gone  astray; 
And  in  the  Judgraent-book, 
Noted  by  One  all-wise, 
My  heavy  reck'ning  lies, 

The  reckoning  is  indeed  heavy,  but  Thy  grace 
is  powerful  and  Thy  loving-kindness  great.  I 
sleep  in  peace  because  Thy  wings  o'ershadow 
me. 

December  27. 

This  was  another  day  of  vacation.  I  wrote  to 
my  aunt  in  the  morning ;  and  having  many  in- 
cidents to  relate,  the  letter  was  very  long.  I 
had  many  gratifying  things  to  inform  her  of ; 
how  delighted  she  will  be  at  my  complete 
wardrobe !  The  sweetmeats  are  all  put  up,  and 
YoUberger  is  to  take  them  to-morrow  to  the 
train.  I  did  not  walk  to-day,  as  I  was  busy 
finishing  my  drawing,  and  hope  it  will  be  ready 
to  give  Herr  von  Schaifau  before  he  leaves  home. 
At  twelve  o'clock  Sophie  arrayed  me  in  my 
bronze  dress,  with  a  wreath  and  bouquet  of 
orange-blossom,  as  there  w^as  to  be  a  farewell 
entertainment  for  the  guests — the  family  from 
Graubergen,  and  others,  being  invited. 

With  calm  and  collected  thoughts  I  went 
down  stairs ; — ^how  different  the  aspect  there ! 
I  commanded  my  feelings,  sO  as  not  again  to 
afford  Herr  von  Tiilsen  cause  for  triumph,  al- 
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though  Fran  von  Schlichten's  manner  was  so 
pointedly  disagreeable  to  me,  that  I  fear  she 
has  determined  to  have  me  out  of  the  house. 
Lucj  observed  it  all,  and  gave  me  a  most  com- 
passionate and  imploring  look,  which  she  fol- 
lowed with  a  soothing  whisper,  "  They  will  all 
be  away  to-morrow."  I  cheerfully  kissed  her 
forehead.     She  understood  my  meaning. 

Great  was  my  surprise  and  confusion  on 
Count  Roden  handing  me  to  dinner,  and  then 
placing  me  in  a  seat  near  the  head  of  the  table, 
beside  Herr  von  SchafFau.  On  raising  my  eyes 
after  grace,  which  is  now  never  omitted,  I  en- 
countered the  sharp  severe  gaze  of  Frau  von 
Schlichten,  who  appeared  very  angry ;  and  a 
whisper  breathed  into  Frau  von  Ramberg's  ear, 
as  they  were  sitting  down,  seemed  even  to  hor- 
rify her.  It  was  too  much  for  me ;  so  feeling  it 
impossible  to  remain  there,  I  begged  leave  to 
move  to  my  usual  seat,  beside  little  forsaken 
Lucy,  and  made  an  inclination  to  go.  Count 
Roden  looked  at  me  with  surprise ;  but  Herr 
von  Schaffau,  who  reads  my  thoughts  with 
amazing  correctness,  almost  ordered  me  to  stay 
where  I  was ;  then  casting  a  faint  smile  towards 
the  ladies,  he  observed,  in  a  pretty  loud  tone, — 
"  Certainly  Lucy  sends  very  longing  glances  to- 
wards you ;  but  she  must  be  satisfied  for  to-day." 
My  movement  had  not  been  unseen  by  Frau 


JOURNAL  OF  A  POOR  YOmTG  LADY.         157 

von  Schlichten,  wlio  coloured  up ;  and  now  that 
she  was  aware  of  my  good  intent,  I  felt  quite  at 
ease.  Count  Koden  and  I  had  a  great  deal  of 
conversation  ;  his  manner  inspires  me  with  per- 
fect confidence.  I  told  him  many  things  about 
Plettenhaus ;  the  recollection  of  my  home-life 
made  me  very  cheerful ;  and  on  rising  from 
table,  I  wondered  how  quickly  the  time  had 
passed.  After  dinner,  to  my  no  small  discom- 
fort, he  made  allusion  to  Herr  von  Tiilsen's 
feelings  of  friendliness  and  gallantry  towards 
me.  He  has  been  informed  of  the  misery 
which  I  here  endure  by  this  gentleman,  who,  I 
fear,  has  greatly  exaggerated  matters,  as  it  was 
owing  to  his  representation  that  Count  Koden 
gave  me  the  kind  invitation  to  spend  some  time 
in  his  family  as  companion  to  his  daughter. 
Herr  von  Tiilsen  lives  near  him ;  he  seems  not 
yet  to  have  renounced  his  foolish  thoughts. 

I  did  my  best  to  remove  Count  Koden's  pre- 
judices, assuring  him  that  I  would  not  part  from 
Lucy,  unless  I  were  sent  away ;  and  also,  that  I 
would  not  feel  happy  living  in  town,  having  al- 
ways been  accustomed  to  the  quiet  and  retire- 
ment of  the  country,  which  I  greatly  prefer. 
When  dancing  commenced,  Herr  von  Tiilsen 
warmly  pressed  me  to  join ; — I  think  he  did  so 
to  annoy  Frau  von  Schlichten,  who  was  near  us 
at  the  time.  He  seems  to  have  quite  broken 
14 
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with  her,  and  to  have  become  most  intimate 
with  the  family  from  Graubergen,  whither  he  is 
going  to-daj.  He  begged  that  I  would  at  least 
remain  down  stairs;  but  I  told  him  of  my 
promise  to  remain  every  evening  with  Lucy, 
and  showed  him  that  she  was  waiting  for  me 
at  the  door.  To  my  astonishment,  Frau  von 
Schlichten  now  said  some  very  friendly  words, 
— that  she  rejoiced  in  the  knowledge  of  her 
child's  affection  for  me,  and  would  leave  her 
here,  with  perfect  confidence,  in  my  care.  I 
know  not,  nor  will  I  seek  to  discover,  what  may 
be  under  this ;  'tis  well  to  find  her  friendly. 

Count  Roden  took  a  very  kind  leave  of  me, 
and  has  promised  to  remember  me  to  my  uncle. 
On  my  inquiring  of  Herr  von  Schaffau  if  he 
meant  to  set  off  at  an  early  hour,  he  let  me 
know  that  he  wished  to  speak  with  me  before- 
hand. During  Lucy's  stay  in  my  room,  we  laid 
out  plans  for  the  next  three  months ;  and  Herr 
von  Schaflau  has  committed  to  us  the  charge 
of  the  poor  during  his  absence.  Yollberger  re- 
mains here  "as  spy,"  Aunt  Juliet  jokingly  says ; 
but  she  is  no  longer  afraid  of  him.  Kosalie  is 
to  accompany  her  mother  and  sister,  though  she 
would  rather  stay  here :  she  says  her  thoughts 
will  be  with  us.  We  will  also  think  of,  and 
pray  for  her. 
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December  28. 

Herr  von  Schaffau  came  before  prayers,  and 
inquired  for  Aunt  Juliet,  who  had  not  yet  ap- 
peared. For  the  first  time  I  had  a  long  confi- 
dential interview  with  him.  All  is  right :  he  is 
not  angry  with  me ;  on  the  contrary,  he  ex- 
horted and  encouraged  me  with  many  kind  and 
tender  words,  saying  that  I  should  continue  my 
present  line  of  conduct,  and  that  when  neces- 
sary he  would  come  to  my  aid.  I  was  touched 
by  his  kindness.  On  Lucy  coming  in,  he  gently 
drew  her  to  him,  embracing  her,  and  bade  her 
always  pay  attention  to  my  wishes.'  "  Though, 
indeed,  this  is  a  piece  of  unnecessary  advice," 
he  added,  smiling;  "for  she  minds  you  even 
more  than  she  does  me.  I  could  almost  be 
jealous."  Lucy  tenderly  assured  him  that  she 
loves  him  now  far  better  than  she  formerly  did, 
as  also  Aunt  Juliet  and  every  body  else.  She 
said  he  was  her  own  dear  uncle,  and  entreated 
him  not  to  stay  long  away  from  us.  Do  you 
really  wish  so?"  he  inquired.  "Indeed  I  do," 
replied  she,  "  and  so  does  Lulu — do  you  not  ?" 
"  Certainly !"  said  L  He  must  have  perceived 
that  I  was  sincere. 

Aunt  Juliet  now  entered  the  room,  as  did 
Sophie  also,  for  we  had  not  yet  had  prayers. 
Herr  von  Schaffau  asked  if  he  might  remain. 
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Aunt  Juliet  seated  herself  in  a  corner  of  the 
sofa,  showing  that  she  would  remain.  At  first 
I  was  timid,  feeling  my  utter  weakness,  but  soon 
I  acquired  cheerfulness  and  confidence.  All 
the  vanity  and  weakness  which  had  weighed 
upon  me,  and  engrossed  my  thoughts  during 
the  past  days,  were  now  dispelled.  I  felt  a 
secret  communing  with  those  around,  who  were 
so  dear  and  precious  to  me,  while  I  prayed  with 
and  for  them,  from  the  very  depths  of  my  heart. 
Had  we  done  so  each  morning,  things  would  not 
have  occurred  as  they  have  done.  I  have  often 
misunderstood  Herr  von  Schafifau ;  but  in  prayer 
I  expelled  from  my  bosom  every  thought  which 
which  would  do  him  wrong,  and,  if  he  were  not 
going  away,  much  that  is  incomprehensible  to 
me  would  now  be  cleared  up. 

When  the  carriages  had  rolled  away,  I  walked 
through  all  the  empty  rooms.  While  thinking 
over  the  hours  I  had  passed  in  some  of  them,  I 
had  to  struggle  with  my  melancholy  feelings, 
and  had  also  much  to  reproach  myself  with.  I 
felt  that  I  have  often  entertained  vain  and  foolish 
thoughts ;  that  I  have  been  remiss  and  negligent 
in  the  business  of  my  vocation ;  that  I  should 
have  shown  more  anxiety  about  Thekla,  and 
been  more  affectionate  to  her,  and  have  also  de- 
voted more  time  and  attention  to  Kosalie.  As 
I  was  about  to  occupy  a  seat  in  my  favourite 
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window,  I  found  Herr  von  Schaffau's  gloves  and 
cigar-case  Ijing  there.  Drawing  the  curtain 
round  me,  I  fancied  I  could  yet  hear  the  bustle 
and  noise  of  the  company ;  but  all  was  still. 

Yollberger  found  me  here :  he  had  come  to 
remove  the  breakfast  things,  and  arrange  some 
matters  in  the  room.  I  gave  him  what  I  had 
found  belonging  to  his  master.  "  Now,  my  dear 
young  lady,"  he  said,  "  you  may  be  quite  as- 
sured that  there  will  be  no  return  of  the  mad 
life  which  has  hitherto  been  led  here.  All  our 
old  errors  must  be  swept  away  with  the  old 
year,  and  either  there  will  be  a  complete  altera- 
tion of  habit,  or  a  division  of  the  family.  My 
master  has  left  nothing  untried,  but  still  his 
sister's  heart  is  closed  against  him.  He  is  now 
taking  this  trip  to  Berlin,  thinking  he  might  be 
able  to  influence  her  as  he  would  wish,  other- 
wise he  will  adopt  a  different  course.  I  hope 
they  will  not  return  here ;  but,  as  I  said,  even 
as  we  sweep  the  dust  out  of  these  rooms,  so  may 
the  Lord  God  cleanse  and  purify  our  hearts." 
Yollberger  and  I  spoke  on  many  other  subjects. 
I  like  him  very  much.  It  is  pleasant  that  he 
has  stayed  with  us.  Aunt  Juliet  drank  tea  with 
Lucy  and  me  in  my  room ;  afterwards  I  com- 
menced reading  aloud,  but  she  soon  fell  asleep, 
and  snored  very  noisily ;  she  has  had  so  much 
to  do  to-day,  and  is  not  yet  done. 
14* 
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m. 

BRAUNSDORF. 

December  29. 

"We  have  seen  but  little  of  Aunt  Juliet  to-day, 
she  is  so 'much  occupied  about  the  house.  I  am 
very  glad  that  she  has  given  us  permission  to 
occupy  the  large  breakfast-room,  which  is  in 
the  handsome  wing.  Herr  von  Schaifau  wishes 
us  to  have  frequent  intercourse  with  the  family 
at  the  parsonage,  to  which  Aunt  Juliet  has  no 
objection.  For  my  sake,  she  says,  she  will  some- 
times entertain  the  entire  flock  of  children. 
Their  mamma  can  wear  her  Christmas  cap  on 
the  occasion ;  her  dignity  of  manner  will  not  be 
offensive  to  Aunt  Juliet,  and  besides,  I  will  pre- 
pare her  for  it  beforehand.  There  is  little  to 
occupy  us  during  these  intermediate  days,  and 
I  have  rather  an  inclination  to  idleness,  but 
struggle  hard  against  it,  as  I  perceive  that  Lucy 
has  a  similar  tendency.  She  and  I  have  paid 
some  visits  to  the  old  people  about,  so  as  to  en- 
ter, without  delay,  upon  the  office  which  Herr 
von  Schaffau  has  committed  to  us ;  we  do  not 
intend  sending  supplies  to  any  one  whom  we 
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have  not  previously  visited.  Old  Sandermann 
needs  a  flannel  wrapper ;  it  shall  be  our  first 
work  in  the  new  year.  To-day  again  I  have 
perceived  how  much  the  people  enjoy  such 
visits,  they  are  almost  as  acceptable  to  them  as 
gifts  would  be.  If'  persons  in  high  rank  only 
knew  what  comfort  their  love  and  sympathy 
would  yield  to  their  poor  brethren,  they  would 
make  better  use  of  the  endowments  God  has 
bestowed  upon  them,  and  of  their  position  in 
the  world !  so  Kate  has  often  said  to  me.  She 
longs  especially  to  see  young  ladies  thus  occu- 
pied; matrons  have  their  time  engaged  with 
their  children,  and  with  household  matters,  but 
girls — oh !  if  their  hearts  are  really  filled  with 
love  to  Christ,  with  gentleness,  sweetness,  and 
humility,  they  can  scatter  many  blessings  in 
their  path  through  life ;  they  can  soothe  the 
pangs  of  poverty  and  sickness  with  the  soft 
smile  of  peace,  and  awaken  souls  to  live  for 
glory.  Where  wretchedness  and  disease  break 
loose,  there  let  them  sow  good  seed,  and  the 
Lord  may  effect  mighty  things  through  their 
weak  instrumentality.  I  have  spoken  to  Lucy 
in  this  strain,  and  she  listens  eagerly.  She  even 
told  me  to-day  that  she  now  understands  why 
God  has  made  her  so  ugly,  and  withholds  hu- 
man affection  from  her ;  that  it  is  in  order  to 
make  her  love  Him  better,  and  not  follow  the 
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vain  and  silly  courses  of  the  world.  I  explained 
to  her,  that  the  surest  way  to  gain  the  affections 
of  her  fellow-creatures,  is  to  love  the  Lord  with 
all  her  heart,  and  to  endeavour  to  walk  before 
Him  in  holiness  of  life  and  conversation.  We 
seated  ourselves  comfortably  in  my  room ; 
Lucy  concluded  the  day  by  writing  to  her  un- 
cle, having  promised  to  keep  a  kind  of  journal 
for  him. 

January  1. 

Oh!  praise  ye  the  Lord — in  noblest  strains  sing 
To  the  glory  of  Him,  our  all-worthy  King ; 
High  raise  we  our  voices  till  echoes  shall  ring 
"  Praise  ye  the  Lord !" 

Sing  thanks  to  our  God,  for  no  tongue  can  tell 
The  depths  of  HiS  grace,  who  saved  us  from  hell ; 
Who  formed  us,  and  leads  us,  and  loves  us  so  well. 
Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

Let  us  praise  by  our  life  as  well  as  our  voice, 
To  serve  our  Redeemer  be  still  our  glad  choice; 
And  in  His  approval  alone  let's  rejoice. 
Praising  the  Lord. 

Oh !  Jesus  the  Saviour,  who  died  for  Thy  sheep ! 
In  the  straight  path  of  life  thy  chosen  ones  keep. 
And  teach  them  to  sing  with  love  ever  deep, 
Praise  to  their  God. 

The  sun  is  shining  clearly  in  the  blue  sky,  his 
beams  irradiate  the  snow-clad  ground.  In  my 
soul  also  is  sunshine,  pure  and  bright.     Oh, 
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Lord !  Thou  art  my  God,  and  I  will  love  Thee, 
my  father's  God,  and  I  will  praise  Thee.  Oh ! 
Thou  being  of  infinite  wealth,  shower  down  the 
riches  of  Thy  grace  upon  me  a  poor  mortal ! 
Thy  goodness  and  mercy  have  hitherto  loaded 
me  with  benefits,  and  yet  I  have  remained  at  a 
distance  from  Thee,  untouched  by  Thy  loving- 
kindness.  Grant  that  henceforth  it  may  be 
otherwise;  accept  me — body,  soul,  and  spirit, 
to  be  wholly  Thine ;  may  my  prayers  come  up 
in  Thy  sight  as  incense,  and  when  my  flesh  and 
my  heart  fail,  be  thou  the  strength  of  my  heart, 
and  my  portion  forever.  A  new  year  lies  be- 
fore me,  dark — no,  not  dark — nothing  can  hap- 
pen but  what  thy  wisdom  has  foreseen.  If  trial 
and  temptation  be  my  lot.  Thou  wilt  stand  by 
me ;  my  heart  is  so  comforted  by  this  assurance, 
60  full  of  joy,  for  I  am  still  with  Thee !  Thou 
wilt  ever  bless  me :   Amen. 


LOUISA   TO    KATE. 

January  1. 

"  Dear  Kate, — ^Your  letter  would  have  made 
me  sad,  as  I  am  alarmed  about  aunt's  illness, 
were  it  not  that  I  have  to-day  made  an  entire 
surrender  of  my  heart  to  God ;  so  my  joy  and 
trust  must  not  give  way.  Oh !  Kate,  pray  for 
me,  as  I  also  do  for  you.     Cheer  up,  my  loved 
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ones !  the  Lord  is  an  Almighty  King ;  He  will 
conduct  "US  all  through  our  journey  here  in  the 
way  which  will  most  promote  His  glory  and  our 
everlasting  good.  Are  yon  in  need  of  money  ? 
Now,  be  candid  with  me ;  I  am  the  almoner 
here ;  so  must  I  not  be  rich  ?  K  you  wish  I 
shall  get  fifty  dollars  in  advance  and  send  it 
you.  Is  it  not  wonderful  mercy  that  I  have 
been  brought  amongst  snch  good  people,  who 
are  so  kind  to  me  ?  Oh,  dearest  Kate !  I  cannot 
sujQficiently  express  my  thankfulness  for  it ;  but 
do  you  so  for  me.  And  so  my  poor  aunt  is 
worse ;  but  still  do  you  not  say  that  she  now 
seeks  after  true  peace — is  not  that  a  great  bless- 
ing? And  we  may  rejoice  in  the  promise  that 
those  who  seek  shall  find  it.  Dearest  Kate, 
write  me  soon  a  cheerful  note,  and  mention  in 
it  all  the  wants  with  which  you  are  oppressed ; — 
still  there  is  no  real  want  to  those  who  believe. 
Use  trust  and  confidence  towards  me,  as  I  do 
with  you.  May  the  Lord  strengthen  you. — 
Your  loving,  faithful 

"Ltjltt." 


LOUISA   TO   HER    AUNT. 

"  My  dearly  loved  Aunt, — How  I  long  to 
be  seated  by  your  bed-side,  and  be  able  to  kiss 
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your  pale  cheek,  to  fondle  you,  and  to  nurse  you 
so  carefully  that  you  would  soon  get  well  again. 
Ah!  Kate  does  so  already,  and  our  gracious 
loving  God  does  most  of  all  for  you.  The  few 
weeks  which  must  elapse  ere  spring  dawn  upon 
us  will  soon  glide  past,  and  then  I  shall  visit  my 
home  once  again.  Meantime  you  shall  often 
hear  from  me ;  and  I  intend  to  let  my  pen  run 
on  as  my  tongue  would  do  were  I  beside  you, 
so  as  to  pass  away  the  time.  My  Christmas 
note  has  reached  you  now.  You  will  rejoice  to 
find  how  well  I  am  getting  on.  I  wish  I  only 
knew  what  more  I  could  do  for  you,  for  indeed 
I  am  able.  I  send  the  green  cashmere  to  make 
a  soft  warm  dress  for  you  when  you  rise, — ^your 
own  are  too  old  and  thin.  Do  accept  it,  for  I 
am  not  in  want,  and  my  blue  frock  will  last  me 
well  till  spring,  when  light  dresses  will  take  its 
place.  I  enjoy  our  present  solitude  exceed- 
ingly— Aunt  Juliet  is  most  kind.  Oh,  dear 
Aunt !  be  thankful  that  my  lot  has  been  cast 
here,  and  not  in  a  godless  family.  For  the  first 
time,  I  can  now  truly  appreciate  the  value  of 
being  a  child  of  God,  and  feel,  that  be  I  ever 
so  poor  and  vile,  still  I  can  be  happy — inex- 
pressibly so — in  loving  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
praying  to,  and  following  him.  Be  quite  as- 
sured of  this,  and  do  not  be  anxious  about  my 
temporal  concerns,  for  you  have  had  full  ex- 
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perience  that  the  world  yields  neither  joy  nor 
peace.  Dear,  darling  Aunt,  I  am  very  rich  and 
happy.  Still  love  your  Lulu,  who  would  give 
her  life  to  serve  you.  The  Lord  be  with  you. 
Amen." 

Tuesday,  January  8. 

"We  had  a  fresh  enjoyment  to-day.  Maude, 
her  four  sisters,  Mr.  Heber,  Lucy,  and  I,  all 
drove  down  to  Lindenberg  in  the  sledge.  The 
children  kept  up  an  unceasing  clamour,  which 
Mr.  Heber  and  I  endeavoured  frequently  to 
lull ;  but  all  to  no  effect.  At  length,  when  our 
noses  and  hands  grew  red  and  stiff  with  cold, 
we  returned  to  the  parsonage,  where  we  were 
refreshed  with  warm  coffee  and  gingerbread ; — 
our  appetite  was  not  easily  satisfied.  I  spend 
an  hour  there  every  day  in  cutting  out,  arrang- 
ing, and  planning ;  so  there  will  soon  be  a  com- 
plete change  effected  in  the  different  wardrobes, 
and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  young 
ones  more  comfortable.  The  mother  is  very 
grateful ;  the  children  love  me ;  and  I  much 
enjoy  being  with  them  all.  Maude  assisted  us 
to-day  in  our  sewing  school — the  second  time 
she  has  been  there.  Our  pupils  are  very  de- 
ficient, except  in  singing.  The  day  before  yes- 
terday, I  gave  singing  lessons  to  our  domestics ; 
Sophie  begs  for  one  hymn  after  another  at 
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prayers,  though  little  acquainted  with  psalm- 
ody. 

Wednesday y  January  16. 

Yollberger,  in  his  most  respectful  and  stately 
manner,  asked   the   pastor  and   his  wife,  Mr. 
Heber,  Maude,  and  little  Mary,  to-day  into  the 
drawing-room ;  and  a  beautiful  sight  it  was  to 
see  the  table  laid  out  with  the  handsome  tea- 
service,  and  all  covered  over  with  pastry  and 
vari^  ns  kinds  of  dainties,  in  the  centre  of  that  fine 
lofty  ti  om.     I  was  glad  to  find  that  my  friend's 
manner  was  quite  unembarrassed,  and  that  Aunt 
Juliet  was  frank  and  cordial  with  her.     Lucy 
and  I  presided  over  the  tea-table ;  we  had  made 
the   cakes   ourselves.      The    conversation  was 
chiefly   sustained   by   the   pastor,  and  it  was 
pleasant  to   see   how  attentively  Aunt  Juliet 
listened  to  him — she  considers  him  most  intel- 
lectual.    But  I  felt  really  pained  on  hearing  her 
afterwards  ridicule  Mr.  Heber — not  of  course 
for  his  sake,  as  it  does  him  no  harm,  but  for  her 
own  and  also  on  Lucy's  account ;  it  will  surely 
diminish  her  love  and  respect  for  her  aunt,  if 
she  hears  her  speak  so.     I  will  earnestly  beg 
her  not  to  do  it  again.    Mr.  Heber  is  a  most 
excellent  person. 
15 
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Sunday,  January  20. 

Herr  von  Tiilsen  attends  our  church  every 
Sunday,  he  visits  at  the  parsonage,  and  some- 
times calls  on  Aunt  Juliet.  I  do  not  concern 
myself  much  about  him ;  perhaps,  after  all,  he 
may  be  acting  from  a  pure  motive,  both  towards 
himself  and  the  pastor. 

Thursday,  January  24. 

There  has  been  a  heavy  fall  of  snow  during 
the  night ;  old  Werder  was  not  able  to  come  for 
his  soup,  so  I  went  in  the  evening,  accompanied 
by  Sophie,  to  see  him.  We  found  him  in  bed, 
with  no  one  to  attend  him.  If  this  cold  weather 
lasts,  our  supply  of  fire-wood  will  not  be  suf- 
ficient. I  have  spoken  about  it  to  the  gardener, 
and  find  that  he  has  a  large  heap  of  the  dry 
branches  which  had  been  cut  off  when  trimming 
the  trees ;  I  think  we  might  distribute  this  wood 
among  the  poor,  even  without  Herr  von  Schaf- 
fau's  permission. 

Monday,  January  28. 

The  cold  is  becoming  more  severe,  which 
obliges  us  to  prepare  a  daily  supply  of  food  for 
the  poor.  Yesterday  several  children  stood 
shivering  with  cold  and  hunger  before  the 
kitchen  of  the  castle ;  the  old  cook  gave  them 
some  fragments  left  from  dinner,  which  did  not 
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supply  them  all.  He  willingly  makes  soup  for 
the  poor ;  but  Christina,  the  kitchen-maid,  com- 
plains of  the  increase  of  labour  which  is  thus 
laid  upon  her.  At  morning  prayers  to-day, 
I  read  in  Matt.  xxv.  31— 4:6,  where  it  is  said, 
"  Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the 
kingdom  prepared  for  you  from  the  foundation 
of  the  world :  for  I  was  an  hungered,  and  ye 
gave  me  meat,"  &c.  "  Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it 
not  to  one  of  the  least  of  these,  ye  did  it  not  to 
me.  And  these  shall  go  away  into  everlasting 
punishment :  but  the  righteous  into  life  eternal." 
Christina  was  present  and  heard  it ;  afterwards, 
when  the  cook  desired  her  to  fetch  a  pail  of  po- 
tatoes to  peel  for  the  poor  children,  she  readily 
obeyed.  Lucy's  zeal  about  her  kitchen  seems 
also  to  have  subsided.  Sophie  could  easily  pre- 
pare little  dainties  for  the  aged  people  under 
her  direction;  but  it  must  not  be  merely  an 
amusement  to  Lucy;  she  should  act  from  a 
principle  of  compassion  to  her  fellow-creatures 
and  love  to  God.  I  said  nothing  to  her  about 
it ;  but  towards  evening,  as  the  snow  was  falling 
very  lightly,  I  invited  her  to  accompany  me  to 
the  village.  She  said  she  dreaded  the  cold ; 
but  wrapping  herself  in  a  fur-cloak  and  muff, 
she  followed  me.  "We  went  to  see  the  poor  sick 
widow  Gosset ;  she  was  in  bed ;  one  little  child 
laid  some  fagots  on  the  decaying  embers  in  the 
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hearth — the  room  felt  very  cold, — two  other 
children  were  squatted  on  the  ground — the 
youngest  lay  beside  its  mother.  "  Oh,  this  is  a 
very  trying  winter !"  lamented  the  poor  widow ; 
"  we  have  given  our  last  pence  to  buy  fire-wood, 
and  have  not  a  morsel  of  food  in  the  house." 
Lucy  listened  in  silence  w^hile  I  spoke  to  her. 
We  afterwards  visited  old  Werder;  his  stove 
was  quite  cold,  and  still  he  seemed  content, 
saying,  that  the  warm  food  which  the  dear 
young  lady,  Miss  Lucy  herself,  prepares  for 
him  every  day  is  his  whole  support;  and  im- 
plored God's  blessing  on  her.  Lucy  wept — I 
understood  her  tears;  she  felt  how  lukewarm 
she  had  been.  On  our  going  away,  when  I  re- 
quested her  to  visit  at  least  at  these  two  houses 
every  day,  and  to  see  after  their  wants,  she 
twined  her  arms  round  my  neck  and  kissed  me. 
We  formed  a  plan  this  morning,  which  is,  that 
Aunt  Juliet,  Lucy,  and  I,  with  Sophie  and  Yoll- 
berger,  shall  divide  amongst  us  all  the  sick  and 
distressed  families  around,  which  we  are  to 
visit.  The  snow  is  frozen  over,  thick  ice,  of 
ramified  and  fantastic  forms,  rests  upon  the 
windows ;  and  the  thermometer  stands  at 
eighteen  degrees. 
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January  31. 

Lucy  is  indefatigable  in  visiting  the  poor; 
slie  also  employs  her  needle  in  behalf  of  her 
proteges,  and  cooks  and  provides  for  them  with 
unremitting  care.  Our  pastor  says,  that  good 
works  are  sure  attendants  on  a  holy  life ;  but 
to  pass  our  time  in  a  round  of  amusement  and 
sight-seeing,  is  most  injurious  to  the  wellbeing 
of  the  soul.  How  useful  is  this  life  of  activity 
to  me ! — it  is  calculated  to  keep  the  current  of 
feeling  ever  fresh  and  clear.  While,  on  the 
contrary,  I  have  observed  that  a  load  of  trouble 
and  annoyance  rests  in  the  bosom  of  those  who 
pass  their  time  in  idleness,  or  without  any 
definite  object  in  view.  And  shall  we  not 
have  to  give  an  account  of  our  use  of  each 
hour,  as  well  as  of  every  idle  word  ?  Oh !  such 
solemn  thoughts  as  these  might  surely  arouse 
the  most  careless  sinner ! 

Motxday,  February  4. 

As  Aunt  Juliet  and  Lucy  are  confined  at 
home  with  heavy  colds,  I  undertook  to  visit 
their  poor.  The  piercing  north  wind  and  drift- 
ing snow  almost  prevented  me  fulfilling  this 
charge,  though  the  steward  and  gardener  most 
kindly  had  the  path  cleared  for  me  as  far  as 
Oberdorf.  On  my  way  home  I  called  in  at  the 
parsonage,  and  found  the  family  collected  in 
15* 
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the  little  study — even  the  cradle  was  standhig 
there,  so  that  we  had  scarcely  room  to  turn 
round ;  but  still  they  all  seemed  happy  and 
cheerful,  especially  the  pastor  himself.  It  was 
growing  dusk  when  I  set  out  for  home.  I 
would  not  allow  any  one  to  accompany  me ; 
and  most  fearful  was  the  prospect  out  of  doors. 
The  wind  howled  through  the  bare  trees,  and 
driv^ing  fiercely  over  the  bleak  uniform  surface, 
suddenly  obscured  my  vision  by  dashing  clouds 
of  snow  into  my  face.  Yollberger  met  me  in 
the  porch  with  something  very  like  a  scold  for 
having  ventured  abroad  in  siicli  weather,  while 
Aunt  Juliet  anxiously  brought  me  a  cup  of  hot 
tea.  It  soon  grew  very  dark,  and  the  loud 
gusts  of  wind  seemed  each  moment  to  attain  in- 
creasing strength  and  fierceness.  "  If  any  per- 
son happen  to  be  out  of  doors  this  night  he 
must  certainly  be  lost,"  said  I,  "  as  it  would  be 
impossible  to  trace  the  road  through  the  deep 
snow,  and  the  drifts  would  soon  suffocate  him." 
As  I  allowed  my  fancy  to  busy  itself  with  such 
pictures,  I  thought  I  occasionally  heard  some- 
thing like  the  rumbling  of  carriage-wheels. 
"  Do  you  expect  any  one  ?"  asked  Aunt  Juhet, 
in  jest,  observing  me  frequently  listening  in 
terror.  Just  then  we  heard  the  blast  of  a  post- 
horn,  and  a  carriage  drove  rapidly  over  the 
bridge  and  up  to  the  court-yard  of  the  castle. 
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We  sprang  to  our  feet  in  astonishment,  but 
none  ventured  to  leave  the  room  except  my- 
self. I  ran  to  the  porch.  It  was  he — Herr  von 
SchaiFau,  enveloped  in  fur  and  snow.  He  met 
me  most  warmly.  I  know  not  whether  my  de- 
light, or  anxiety  for  his  frozen  condition  was 
most  predominant,  as  I  ran  before  him  into  the 
drawing-room,  to  the  door  of  which  Lucy  had 
now  come  forward.  There  was  great  rejoicing, 
and  we  did  all  in  our  power  to  make  him  com- 
fortable. Lucy  sat  on  a  cushion  at  his  feet. 
"  Dear  uncle,  we  are  very  glad  to  have  you 
amongst  us  again,"  said  she,  looking  up  ten- 
derly in  his  face.  "  We  ?"  inquired  Herr  von 
Schaffau,  playfully,  as  he  glanced  towards  us. 
"  Yes,  we^  my  dear  Frederick,"  replied  Aunt 
Juliet  cordially,  patting  him  at  the  same  time 
on  the  shoulder.  This  is  the  first  occasion  on 
which  I  have  heard  her  address  him  by  his 
Christian  name.  It  is  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to 
see  a  light  in  his  turret  chamber  again.  He 
has  brought  us  very  little  news  from  the  city, 
but  is  eager  to  learn  what  we  have  been  about, 
of  all  which  Aunt  Juliet  has  informed  him. 
Bosalie  has  written  me  a  long  letter,  in  which 
she  mentions  that  Herr  von  Tiilsen  has  been  stay- 
ing with  them  for  some  days,  and  that  he  and 
her  mamma  are  now  reconciled,  though  Rosalie 
does  not  trust  him  much,  and  warns  us  about 
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him.  I  know  not  what  account  he  may  have 
given  of  us ;  they  have  also  got  some  strange 
ideas  respecting  Mr.  Heber,  which  I  do  not  com- 
prehend, but  indeed  it  is  a  matter  of  no  conse- 
quence to  me.  Our  entire  household  was  sum- 
moned to  prayers  this  morning.  I  rejoiced  that 
Herr  von  Schaffau  now  assumed  my  office,  and 
officiated  for  the  first  time  before  so  large  an  as- 
sembly ;  and  I  returned  thanks  to  God  for  the 
change  He  has  effected  in  this  respect.  The 
recollection  of  the  first  Sunday  that  I  spent 
here  flashed  across  my  mind,  when  in  this  same 
room  I  sang,  "  Come,  Holy  Spirit !  lend  thine 
aid."  And  so  I  selected  the  same  hymn  now — - 
how  different  the  occasion ! 

After  breakfast.  Aunt  Juliet  had  a  conversa- 
tion with  me,  of  which  I  do  not  well  know  the 
design.  She  begged  me  to  be  candid  with  her 
— I  have  nothing,  I  am  sure,  to  conceal.  She 
then  inquired  if  I  really  meant  to  decline  Herr 
von  Tiilsen's  hand  ?  and  on  my  replying  that  the 
affair  was  long  over,  she  tried,  in  the  most 
earnest  manner,  to  prove  that  I  would  thus  in- 
jure my  own  prospects  in  life,  and  might  yet 
repent  my  rashness.  I  quieted  her  on  that 
point.  She  then  assured  me  that  he  would  be- 
come my  deadly  enemy,  would  calumniate  and 
try  to  disgrace  me,  and  would  use  his  utmost 
endeavour  to  have  me  removed  from  this  house. 
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I  did  not  feel  the  least  alarm.  "  In  what  way- 
can  he  traduce  me?"  said  I,  "my  conduct  is 
plain  for  every  one  to  see."  Aunt  Juliet  blamed 
my  indifference  on  the  subject,  and  to  let  me 
know  in  what  way  I  could  be  affected  by  the 
keen  touch  of  slander,  she,  with  some  warmth, 
drew  from  her  pocket  a  letter  from  her  sister- 
in-law,  and  read,  somewhat  to  this  effect: — 
"  The  girl  is  very  sly, — more  so  than  you  would 
imagine.  K  you  do  not  believe  me,  dear  Julia, 
make  trial  of  her  yourself.  Does  she  not  al- 
ready govern  every  one  about  her  ?  I  under- 
stand, tliat  both  at  the  castle,  and  in  the  village, 
she  is  regarded  as  mistress  of  the  place;  and 
I  am  not  in  the  least  surprised  that  it  should 
be  so.  She  is  of  a  self-attaching  nature,  and 
draws  people  to  her  without  any  apparent  effort^ 
— but  herein  consists  her  slyness,  all  her  acts 
having  the  semblance  of  love  and  kindness. 
Examine  how  far  you  are  yourself  influenced  by 
her.  Kosalie  raves  about  her,  even  Thekla 
maintains  that  I  do  her  injustice  ;  but  I  am  the 
only  one  who  can  read  her  character  aright, — 
except  Frederick,  who,  at  least  up  to  the  time 
when  Herr  von  Tiilsen  made  his  declaration, 
seems  not  to  have  been  deceived  by  her.  I  do 
not  understand  wh}^  she  should  keep  him  so 
long  in  suspense.  The  old  fool  really  credits 
her  sanctimonious  expressions  about  poverty 
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and  riches.     But  I  heartily  wish   she  would 
carry  her  slyness  elsewhere." 

"  Is  it  possible !"  said  I,  when  she  had  con- 
cluded. "  Yes,  my  child !  this,  and  still  more, 
is  possible,"  returned  Aunt  Juliet.  "  I  only 
wished  to  show  you  that  you  are  not  wiser 
than  older  people,  and  that  you  may  trust 
me."  When  she  saw  how  very  dejected  I 
was,  she  tried  to  console  me.  "  Go  quietly 
on  your  way,  and  do  not  let  your  thoughts  be 
imbittered,"  said  she.  "  Oh,  no !  certainly 
not,"  I  replied ;  "  it  will  be  only  a  hint  to  me 
to  lay  aside  the  semblance  of  love,  and  retain 
the  reality.  When  Frau  von  Schlichten  re- 
turns I  will  try  to  convince  her  of  my  sin- 
cerity ;  and  surely,  with  God's  help,  I  shall 
succeed.  Pray,  assure  her  that  I  will  never 
give  my  hand  to  Herr  von  Tiilsen ;  and  that  I 
would  wish  to  prove  to  her,  that  I  am  in 
earnest  in  what  I  say ;  but  through  great 
weakness  am  always  deficient  in  perform- 
ance." Aunt  Juliet  tenderly  embraced  me. 
"  My  sister  is  sharp,  but  I  am  still  sharper," 
said  she  ;  "  and  my  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ture is  not  less  extensive."  She,  at  the  same 
time,  begged  that  I  would  make  her  my  con- 
fidant. "  Could  you  really  spend  your  life  in  a 
little  parsonage?"  she  inquired.  "Certainly," 
was  my  reply.     "  And  Mr.  Heber's  ?"  she  hesi- 
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tatingly  added.  I  took  a  hearty  fit  of  laugh- 
ing, as  I  exclaimed,  "  And  must  Mr.  Heber  be 
a  necessary  appendage  to  every  parsonage  ? — 
worthy  Mr,  Heber !"  Aunt  Juliet  joined  in 
the  laugh,  then  added,  "My  own  opinion  is, 
that  no  person  understands  your  true  senti- 
ments on  this  subject;  but,  acknowledge  now, 
has  your  heart  never  been  touched  by  a  tender 
passion  ?"  I  coloured ;  but  was  able  to  reply, 
that  I  never  cherished  foolish  thoughts  of  this 
kind ;  that  I  could  not  prevent  them  occasion- 
ally flashing  across  my  mind,  but  did  not  allow 
them  to  lodge  there.  "  Ah,  well,  we  will  not 
force  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,"  she  playfully  re- 
turned ;  "just  remain  comfortably  with  us,  and 
the  storm  will  soon  blow  over." 

"We  both  seemed  well  satisfied,  and  in  a 
humorous  strain  went  on  to  talk  over  the  vari- 
ous and  often  extraordinary  ways  in  which 
people  show  their  aff'ection  for  one  another. 
But  though  my  tongue  ran  on  merrily,  .my 
thoughts  were  of  a  more  serious  cast.  But 
why  should  they  be  so  ?  I  felt  that  no  one 
could  gain  a  heart  so  effectually  and  enUrely 
as  those  who,  under  a  grave,  quiet  manner, 
without  word  or  act  that  could  make  known 
their  real  sentiments,  draw  your  inmost  love 
and  respect  towards  them  till  such  feelings 
Been^  wrought  into  the  texture  of  your  heart. 
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Then  I  wondered  if  other  people  agreed  with 
me,  and  almost  doubted  the  depth  of  that  love 
which  a  frivolous  manner  could  inspire.  Again, 
I  thought,  and  almost  shuddered  at  the  idea, 
"  What  if  your  affection  were  gained  only  to 
be  cast  aside  as  a  thing  of  little  worth  ?"  and 
Kate's  words,  prompted,  alas !  by  sad  experi- 
ence, and  imprinted  on  my  memory  by  a  look 
of  bitter  anguish,  accompanied  by  slow  trick- 
ling tears,  which  I  vainly  endeavoured  to  kiss 
away,  rose  like  a  cold  spectre  before  my  mind's 
eye. 

Amongst  the  various  kinds  and  degrees  of 
love,  there  is  one  seldom  fathomed — the  first, 
full,  entire  surrender  of  a  Christian  maiden's 
heart,  to  one  who  seems  worthy  of  it,  especi- 
ally if  she  has  hitherto  lived  secluded  from  the 
world.  He  who,  having  won  her  heart,  turns 
from  it  with  cold  indifference,  in  doing  so 
would  ring  the  death-knell  of  its  hopes,  but 
that  the  blighted  one  feels  then  the  value  of 
His  love,  who  is  "  the  same  yesterday,  to-day, 
and  for  ever,"  and  opening  wide  her  quivering, 
bleeding  heart  to  Him,  He  enters,  and  soon 
binds  up  its  wounds  with  the  oil  and  wine  of 
His  sympathy  and  love. — Ah,  Aunt  Juliet,  you 
little  know  the  cause  of  my  sudden  silence ! 

Herr  von  Schaffau  offered  to  accompany  me 
to-day  in  my  wanderings  amongst  the  poor. 
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I  conducted  him  to  the  houses  of  the  most  in- 
digent. This  severe  weather  has  lasted  so  long 
that  there  are  many  large  families  around  re- 
duced to  the  greatest  straits,  from  the  fathers — 
though  ready  and  willing  to  work — being  un- 
able to  get  employment.  Herr  von  Schaifau 
was  quite  satisfied  with  our  management ;  and 
also  commended,  in  high  terms,  the  sensible 
advice  which  the  pastor  had  given  us  on  the 
subject.  On  our  way  home,  we  called  at  the 
parsonage,  and  very  sorry  was  I  to  find  Herr 
von  Tiilsen  actually  there.  He  had  brought 
the  children  some  costly  playthings  from  town, 
and  tried  to  make  it  appear  that  he  was 
the  best  friend  of  the  family.  With  the  im- 
pression of  his  letter  fresh  upon  my  mind,  I 
endeavoured  to  let  him  plainly  see  my  senti- 
ments towards  him.  I  earnestly  wish  he  would 
not  remain  in  this  neighbourhood  for  my  sake ! 
The  pastor  had  to  remind  him  of  the  long  dis- 
tance he  had  to  go  before  reaching  home,  say- 
ing that  daylight  was  fading,  and  that  the 
drifting  snow  would  even  now  obscure  his 
path.  Herr  von  Tiilsen  at  last  arose,  and  tak- 
ing a  ffiendly  leave  of  the  family,  turned  to 
Herr  von  Schaffau,  and  said  in  a  low  voice, 
but  with  great  bitterness  and  irony,  "  I  sur- 
render the  field  to  you !"  Herr  von  Schaffau 
looked  calm  and  grave,  but  did  not  reply.  He 
16 
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was  very  silent  as  we  walked  home ;  the  wind 
frequently  dashed  clouds  of  snow  into  our 
faces,  and  then  he  would  place  himself  shelter- 
ingly  before  me.  "You  pilot  yourself  most 
skilfully  through  every  storm  that  would  oppose 
your  progress!"  said  he,  half-jokingly,  as  we 
entered  the  porch.  "  This  was  not  a  bad  one," 
replied  I.  "Nothing  is  bad  in  itself,"  he  re- 
turned, "  it  depends  upon  the  view  which  we 
take  of  matters ;  but  we  are  so  weak  and  sinful, 
that  the  actions  of  other  sinful  beings  often  af- 
fect us  deeply."  I  thought  of  Herr  von  Tiilsen, 
of  Frau  von  Schlichten's  letter,  and  her  calum- 
nious assertions.  "  Others  cannot  harm  me !" 
I  said  aloud ;  which  assurance  gave  him  evident 
satisfaction. 

Yesterday  we  were  very  busy,  the  weather 
has  become  milder,  and  so  Lucy  was  able  to 
accompany  me  on  my  visits.  In  the  evening, 
we  seated  ourselves  comfortably  in  the  dining- 
room,  the  family  from  the  parsonage  having 
been  invited.  Aunt  Juliet  was  particularly 
cheerful,  so  also  was  Lucy,  in  the  assurance 
that  her  uncle's  absence  from  us  now  would  be 
short.  I  presided  at  the  tea-table,  and  on  hand- 
ing his  cup  and  then  the  sugar-basin  to  Herr 
von  Schaffau,  I  was  about  to  take  the  bowl 
away  after  he  had  helped  himself  to  three  of 
the  largest  lumps,  when  he  said,  "  One  more, 
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please !"  and  added,  that  lie  had  not  ventured 
to  sweeten  his  own  tea  the  last  few  days,  but 
now,  as  he  was  going  away,  begged  leave  to  do 
so.  Aunt  Juliet  laughed  heartily,  and  warned 
him  not  to  say  that  to  his  sister,  w^ho  already 
affirms  that  I  rule  over  the  castle  and  village. 
Herr  von  Schaffau  rather  seriously  maintained 
that  his  sister  w^as  not  mistaken,  to  which  the 
visitors  laughingly  assented.  The  pastor  said 
he  must  be  on  his  guard,  lest  I  should  usurp 
his  sacred  functions,  but  that  I  would  not  be 
called  in  question  for  exercising  authority  in 
his  house.  Though  many  protestations  of 
friendship  were  afterward  made,  yet  I  felt  very 
much  hurt,  and  had  to  be  careful  lest  I  should 
appear  so.  Certainly  I  shall  always  in  future 
let  Herr  von  Schaffau  help  himself!  but  I  was 
quite  friendly  to  them  all  when  saying  good 
night,  recalling  to  mind  the  text,  "  Let  not  the 
sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath."  One  or  other 
of  us  might  die  during  the  night ;  have  we  not 
then  need  to  be  always  on  our  guard?  This 
morning  he  left  us !  we  are  again  alone.  After 
such  pleasant  days,  a  certain  stillness  has  crept 
in,  which  we  all  three  seem  to  feel. 
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February  15, 

Deadest  Kate, — I  address  my  envelope  to 
you  in  order  that  you  may  first  take  out  this 
little  note.  Tell  me  candidly  what  it  is  that 
weighs  upon  your  mind?  I  can  hardly  bear 
your  last  letter.  You  say  that  you  do  not  re- 
quire money  for  present  expenditure,  hut  I  en- 
close ten  dollars  notwithstanding.  You  also  tell 
me  that  my  Aunt  is  not  more  delicate  than  she 
has  been  all  winter.  What  then  is  wrong? 
Have  you  secret  enemies  ?  I  have  many  such ; 
— ^but  what  harm  can  they  do  to  you  ?  I  can- 
not understand  you,  and  long  for  an  explana- 
tion. "  Is  your  strength  small  ?"  Then  I  can 
speak  to  you  in  strong  confidence.  Forget  not 
that  the  Almighty  Lord  God  is  our  loving  ten- 
der Father. 

Next  Sunday  Lent  will  have  commenced ;  it 
is  a  favourite  time  of  year  with  me — abounding 
in  calm  enjoyment.  I  love  the  pensive  linger- 
ing light  of  its  lengthening  days,  the  dawn  of 
spring  disclosing  one  by  one  its  rich  and  varied 
beauties,  till  Easter — that  festival  which  com- 
memorates the  first  fruits  of  our  glorious  resur- 
rection— again  raises  our  grateful  hearts  to  Him 
who  "  died  for  our  sins,  and  rose  again  for  our 
justification."  We  are  now  practising  the  beau- 
tiful hymn, — 
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"  The  Lamb  of  God  who  bore  our  sins." 

Shall  I  breathe  the  fifth  verse  of  it  into  your 
faithful  loving  heart  ? 

My  whole  life  long,  I'll  give  to  Thee 

In  heart  and  thought,  the  first,  best  place; 

I'll  clasp  Thee,  sinful  though  I  be, 

In  tenderest  embrace. 
Thou'lt  strengthen.  Lord,  my  heart  so  weak, 
And  should  that  heart  in  sorrow  break, 

Thou'lt  fill  the  vacant  space. 
Herewith  immortal,  glorious  King ! 
Thine  own  possession  now  I  bring, — 

Oh,  seal  it  with  Thy  grace ! 

We  are  His  possession  then,  and  our  cares 
therefore  also  belong  to  Him.  Oh,  I  rejoice  in 
the  words,  "  What  can  harm  you,  if  ye  be  fol- 
lowers of  that  which  is  good  ?" 

And  should  my  heart  in  sorrow  break, 
He'll  fill  the  vacant  place. 

And  now,  farewell ;  I  commend  you  to  His 
care. — Your  faithful  friend,  Lulu. 

Friday,  February  22. 

Tlie  air  has  become  soft  and  mild,  and  the 
snow  has  almost  entirely  disappeared,  so  that 
hope  seems  once  more  to  revive  in  those  bosoms 
whence  it  had  lately  been  expelled  by  poverty 
and  w^ant.  Sophie  laments  the  diminution  of 
IG* 


186  LOUISA  VOK  PLETTENHAUS, 

her  labours  for  the  poor,  and  would  fain  avert 
the  time  when  the  cooking  and  other  work  in 
their  behalf  must  entirely  cease.  I  represented 
to  her,  and  to  my  own  heart  also,  that  it  is  not 
the  mere  performance  of  kind  actions  which  is 
acceptable  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  and  that  I 
thought  there  lay  no  small  danger  in  occupying 
one's  self  entirely  with  external  duties,  such  as 
visiting  much  among  the  poor,  reading  to  and 
exhorting  them,  and  all  the  while  allowing 
one's  own  heart  to  lie  uncultured,  its  fallow 
ground  not  broken  up,  but  overgrown  with  the 
native  produce  of  selfishness  and  pride.  The 
pastor  reminded  us  touchingly  of  this  to-day, — 

From  sin's  fell  yoke  I'd  shake  me  free, 
And  live  henceforth  alone  to  Thee, 
Who  for  our  souls  the  price  has  paid— 

Their  ransom  made — 
And  heaven's  portals  open  laid. 

Oh,  Jesus,  Saviour !  by  Thy  side 
I'm  quite  secure,  whate'er  betide ; 
Be  with  me  while  life's  race  I  run. 

And  when  it's  done. 
Place  on  my  brow  the  crown  I've  won ! 

And  then  I'll  lay  it  at  Tliy  feet. 
With  hallelujahs  loud  and  sweet! 
On  earth  I  would  begin  to  praise, 

Then  higher  raise 
My  song  to  Thee  through  endless  days. 
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Saturday,  February  23. 

The  pastor  made  a  complaint  to-day  of  our 
steward,  saying  that  he  had  spent  last  Sunday 
in  driving  wood,  and  that  he  would  do  so  again 
to-morrow.  Aunt  Juliet  would  not  interfere.  I 
perceive  he  has  paid  no  attention  to  Yollber- 
ger's  reproof; — ^I  should  undertake  the  matter 
myself.  Since  the  severe  illness  of  his  wife  he 
has  been  most  attentive,  and  spares  no  trouble 
to  oblige  me.  The  pastor  reminded  me  of  this ; 
but  still  I  shrank  from  the  office  of  reprover, 
first,  because  it  would  give  fresh  occasion  for 
my  being  termed  the  "  ruler"  here,  and,  besides, 
the  steward  is  a  foolish  creature,  and  thinks 
that  he  should  manage  every  thing  as  he  likes, 
because  he  has  served  the  family  for  thirty 
years.  The  task  was  a  disagreeable  one.  I  re- 
fused it. 

Towards  evening  I  walked  alone  to  the  quiet 
hedge; — the  south  wind  blew  softly,  scarcely 
stirring  the  branches;  the  birds  flew  merrily 
from  bough  to  bough,  while  further  off  the 
snow-clad  fields  were  intersected  here  and  there 
by  long  streaks  of  a  green  and  brown  hue, 
which  seemed  to  say  that  the  winter  would  soon 
be  past — the  rain  over  and  gone ;  then  would 
the  flowers  appear  on  the  earth,  and  the  time 
of  the  singing  of  birds  be  come.    But  calm 
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and  peaceful  as  was  all  around,  my  conscience 
was  but  ill  at  ease, — it  urged  me  onward  to  the 
steward's,  and  I  went,  pausing  at  the  threshold 
to  breathe  the  petition, — "  Oh,  gracious  God  I 
Thou  hast  shown  us,  that  not  by  might,  nor  by 
power,  but  by  Thy  Spirit  Thou  dost  work  in  the 
heai'ts  of  Thy  creatures :  give  thy  blessing  now 
to  the  words  of  a  poor  weak  child,  and  may 
Thy  Spirit  bear  them  from  the  heart  of  the 
speaker  to  that  of  the  hearer,"  I  anxiously  en- 
tered. 

The  old  couple  were  sitting  together  talking 
over  the  joyful  intelligence  that  had  just  been 
conveyed  to  them  of  the  birth  of  their  first 
grandson,  on  which  I  heartily  congratulated 
them.  After  talking  to  them  for  a  short 
time  I  said : — "  Mr.  Schultz,  are  you  going  to 
drive  wood  again  to-morrow?" — "There  it  is 
now !"  he  growled  out.  "  I  was  sure  that  a 
conspiracy  would  be  forged  against  me  yonder." 
His  conscience  was  evidently  smitten ;  and  I 
acquired  courage  from  his  vehemence.  "Do 
you  not  yourself  think  that  it  is  wrong  to  do 
so  ?"  I  asked. — "  There  is  a  great  deal  of  wood, 
to  be  driven,  and  time  has  to  be  spent  at  it,"  he 
hastily  returned;  "for  if  it  were  not  brought 
slow  and  surely,  the  wagons  and  beasts  would 
both  be  destroyed."  I  told  him  how  much 
grieved  I  was  at  his  acting  so,  since  I  had  al- 
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ways  believed  that  in  his  heart  he  honoured 
and  revered  God.  "Oh!  my  husband  is  an 
honest,  pious  fellow,"  said  the  old  dame,  "  al- 
though his  ways  are  somewhat  different  from 
the  fashions  now-a-days." — "The  eighth  Com- 
mandment must  always  be  in  fashion,"  I  re- 
turned ;  "  and  if  it  is  considered  a  great  crime 
for  one  man  to  steal  from  another,  for  which  he 
would  not  urge  the  excuse  that  his  children 
were  hungry,  how  much  more  heinous  must  be 
the  sin  of  profaning  God's  holy  day,  and  then 
saying  that  it  was  to  save  the  horses !" 

Schultz  laughed,  but  his  wife  said: — "The 
young  lady  is  quite  right.  You  Jia/oe  acted 
badly." — "  Do  not  drive  to-morrow,"  I  warmly 
intreated ;  "  but  come  to  church, — I  so  seldom 
see  you  there.  You  should  not  act  contrary  to 
the  wishes  of  the  pastor,  for  he  means  kindly  to 
you  and  every  one;  and  remember  that  you 
would  also  displease  Herr  von  Schaffau  by  not 
honouring  the  Sabbath-day." — "  If  I  could  once 
venture,  I  would  often  go  to  church,"  said  the 
wife.  "And  you  also,  dear  Mr.  Schultz,"  I 
further  pressed, — "  do  not  keep  the  fear  of  God 
only  in  your  heart,  but  let  it  be  manifest  by 
your  conduct  before  men." — "  I  have  now  grown 
so  old  that  it  is  not  worth  my  while  to  com- 
mence afresh,"  said  he,  in  half  fun,  whole 
earnest.    "As  we  advance  in  life  we  should 
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advance  in  dignity,"  I  proceeded.  "  You  have 
hitherto  served  raa/n  with  fidelity,  serve  hence- 
forth the  Lord  of  all  men.  Now,  won't  you 
come  to-morrow  ?"  asked  I  once  more.  "  I'll  go 
from  love  to  you,"  he  replied.  "  From  love  to 
me  ?"  said  I,  in  astonishment.  "  Why  so  ?" — 
"  Because  J  have  so  much  to  thank  you  for,"  he 
answered  heartily.  "  If  you  have  so  much  to 
thank  me  for,"  interrupted  I,  with  some  warmth, 
"that  your  love  to  me  would  take  you  to 
church,  what  must  you  do  to  show  your  love  to 
God,  who  has  done  for  you  an  hundred  thousand 
times  more  than  I?  Go  then  to  church  from 
love  to  Him,  and  let  the  whole  language  of  your 
life, — yes,  every  breath  you  draw,  be  an  ex- 
pression of  gratitude  to  Him  who  has  guided 
you  day  by  day  for  more  than  fifty  years." 

On  going  home,  I  prayed  that  God  would 
begin  and  perfect  His  work  in  that  man's  soul ; 
remembering  that  "  efiectual  fervent  prayer 
availeth  much." 

As  I  thought,  my  old  friend  was  in  church 
to-day,  for  had  I  not  made  sure  yesterday  of  his 
attendance,  I  would  certainly  have  called  to-day 
and  brought  him  with  me.  I  saw  him  on  going 
in,  seated  in  the  servants'  pew.  The  pastor 
dwelt  feelingly  on  what  our  God  has  done  for 
us,  and  how  we  should  show  our  gratitude  to 
Him  in  return  for  all  His  benefits.     It  seemed 
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like  a  continuation  of  our  yesterday's  conversa- 
tion. In  the  afternoon,  the  pastor  playfully 
said  to  me,  "  Your  power  is  rapidly  increasing ; 
it  appears  that  now  you  do  not  even  need  to 
issue  your  commands,  but  can  turn  us  as  you 
please  by  mere  volition.  Schultz  was  in  church 
to-day  for  the  first  time  since  our  harvest 
thanksgiving."  I  said  that  I  w^as  v^ry  glad  of 
it,  and  then  cut  short  a  conversation  on  which 
I  did  not  wish  to  enter  more  fully.  It  seems  to 
me  as  if  I  might  lose  the  power  of  being  useful 
in  such  sacred  matters,  if  I  venture  to  tell  of 
my  success. 

Saturday,  March  2. 

The  air  has  lost  its  wintry  feeling,  but  the 
country  is  now  quite  flooded.  A  yellow-hammer 
sang  below  my  window  till  the  close  of  day, 
when  its  receding  notes,  as  it  flew  away  to 
roost,  were  succeeded  by  the  clear  melody  of 
the  lark,  who,  soaring  aloft,  poured  forth  his 
evening  hymn  of  gratitude  and  praise.  My 
Father  which  art  in  heaven!  wilt  Thou  not 
speedily  fulfil  our  Redeemer's  petition,  and  let 
Thy  kingdom  come  ? 

Monday,  March  4. 

Old  "Werder  seems  near  his  end — his  mind  is 
full  of  peace  and  joy.     Lucy  read  John  xvii.  to 
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him  to-day ;  and  at  its  conclusion,  lie  said  with 
deep  feeling,  "  Dear  lady !  the  Saviour  is  now 
about  to  take  me  where  He  is,  that  I  may  be- 
hold His  glory,  and  you  shall  soon  join  me  in 
singing  His  praises ;  for  though  I  am  now  going 
to  my  rest,  and  you  have  probably  many  years 
of  your  pilgrimage  still  to  pass  through,  yet  life 
is  brief  at  the  longest,  compared  with  a  never- 
ending  eternity."  Lucy  was  very  much  af- 
fected; she  is  anxious  to  be  with  him  at  the 
last,  and  frequently  through  the  day  takes  a 
look  in  at  his  cottage.  Widow  Gosset  is  well 
again  ;  her  two  eldest  boys  are  engaged  now  at 
the  brick-kiln,  where  employment  is  already  to 
be  had,  and  field  labour  will  soon  commence. 


Wednesday,  March  6. 

About  a  week  since  I  spoke  to  the  children 
in  school  of  the  ways  in  which  we  could  show 
our  love  to  God.  I  told  them  it  was  not  suf- 
ficient to  do  so  merely  by  learning  hymns,  and 
reading  beautiful  stories  about  Him,  but  that 
we  should  make  room  for  him  in  our  hearts, 
and  remove  from  them  all  that  could  displease 
such  an  occupant ;  adding,  that  we  ought  forth- 
with to  set  eagerly  about  the  work,  by  exchang- 
ing impatience,  unamiability,  angry  words,  and 
unkind  actions,  for  gentleness,  meekness,  and 
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humility;  and  pray  to  be  given  that  charity 
which  "  suffereth  long  and  is  kind" — these  be- 
ing the  greatest  ornaments  of  woman,  &c.,  &c. 
This  conversation  recurred  to  my  mind  to-day, 
and  I  asked  the  children  to  examine  their 
hearts,  and  discover  whether  they  had  exer- 
cised gentleness  and  patience  since,  as  oppor- 
tunity offered.  While  I  was  speaking,  the 
baker's  little  daughter,  Lizzy,  fixed  her  large 
blue  eyes  upon  me,  and  every  now  and  then 
nodded  assent.  The  poor  child  has  got  a 
scolding  mother,  of  whom  I  have  heard  many 
sad  things,  and  as  I  am  becoming  more  and 
more  attached  to  my  pupils,  it  seems  incum- 
bent on  me  to  show  my  interest  in  them,  in 
more  ways  than  by  giving  them  instruction. 
But  this  little  one — what  can  I  do  for  her? 
Notwithstanding  the  proverb,  "Fulfil  the  du- 
ties of  thy  calling,  and  leave  the  overstepping 
of  such  boundaries  to  the  forward,"  I  am  much 
inclined  to  serve  her. 


Sunday,  March  10. 

Can  any  one  wish  to  expel  us  from  Pletten- 
haus? — ^Who  are  our  secret  enemies? — ^What 
induced  old  Miiller  to  give  warning  about  our 
capital  ? — are  questions  which  I  try  in  vain  to 
solve.  Our  capital  is  insecure,  for  the  value 
17 
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of  our  property  is  diminishipg  every  year.  On 
the  first  of  May  it  must  "be  either  sold,  or  the 
debt  paid,  which  sad  prospect  does  not  disturb 
me  much,  because  I  cannot  realize  it.  Kate 
says  that  no  one  will  take  our  capital  out  on 
interest,  because  Mr.  Miiller  has  a  right  to  it. 
My  aunt  has  been  a  greater  sufferer  than  usual 
for  some  time  past.  Oh,  what  would  I  give  to 
be  at  home !  I  wrote  to  Kate,  that  I  hope  to 
pay  them  a  visit  at  Easter,  and  will  then  speak 
to  Miiller  myself.  Can  my  way  be  growing 
rough  and  thorny  now  ?  Every  thing  has  been 
so  smooth  and  pleasant  of  late,  that  perhaps  I 
have  become  proud  and  confident.  Therefore 
"I  will  bear  the  indignation  of  the  Lord,  be- 
cause I  have  sinned  against  Him,  until  He 
plead  my  cause,  and  execute  judgment  for 
me."  Oh  !  I  have  a  sure  trust  that  He  will  yet 
come  to  our  assistance,  and  not  allow  my  poor 
dear  aunt  to  .have  this  trial.  Do  Thou  strengthen 
my  heart,  my  faithful  God ! 


Tuesday,  March  12. 

We  laid  a  garland  of  snow-drops  on  old 
Werder's  grave.  Lucy  was  not  with  him  at 
his  death ;  he  had  already  "  fallen  asleep"  be- 
fore she  paid  her  morning  visit.  He  was  con- 
sidered a  poor  hard-working  man,  who  had 
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come  through  many  trials,  having  lost  his  wife 
and  all  his  children,  with  the  exception  of  one 
son,  who  is  abroad.  But  he  was  in  reality  a 
rich  man,  being  full  of  the  only  true  joy  and 
comfort — happier  than  thousands  of  his  fellow- 
creatures.  In  the  afternoon  Lucy  and  I  em- 
ployed ourselves  in  the  garden — a  delightful 
occupation  on  these  lovely  spring  days.  We 
thought  of  several  improvements  that  could  be 
made,  and  have  already  laid  out  ground  for  a 
parterre,  kitchen-garden,  and  nursery.  Not  till 
it  had  grown  quite  dark,  the  birds  had  gone  to 
rest,  and  the  village  children's  voices  were  be- 
coming louder  and  louder,  did  we  retire  within. 
I  could  have  been  very  happy — for  spring  is  so 
lovely,  and  my  heart  is  full  of  gratitude  to  Him 
who  giveth  richly  all  things  to  enjoy — but  that 
the  remembrance  of  my  loved  ones  at  home 
weighs  upon  my  mind,  especially  at  this  season. 


Saturday,  March  16. 

My  heart  is  again  sad.  I  know  not  why  it 
should  be  so, — the  days  are  so  bright,  and  all 
around  tinged  with  the  fresh  beauty  of  opening 
spring ;  but  still  I  have  a  dark  foreboding  with 
respect  to  my  home.  I  hesitated  to-day  whether 
I  might  not  confide  my  sorrows  to  Aunt  Juliet, 
but  put  aside  the  idea,  from  the  consideration 
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that  she  might  suppose  I  wanted  her  to  give  me 
money,  which  she  is  always  kind  in  doing  when 
she  knows  that  I  require  it.  How  could  I  ask 
for  more  ?  Kate  is  right, — my  aunt  maintains 
too  expensive  a  style  of  living;  the  greatest 
part  of  our  house  is  unoccupied.  It  were  much 
better  that  she  should  go  to  a  small  hired 
dwelling.  And  still  I  would  fain  spare  my 
dear  aunt  the  sorrow  this  would  cause  her.  I 
spoke  on  the  subject  to  the  pastor,  and  he 
gave  me  good  advice  both  on  this  and  other 
matters. 

Monday,  March  18. 

To-day  I  seriously  reflected  on  what  had  oc- 
casioned the  loss  of  my  wonted  cheerfulness. 
Is  this  my  happy  spirit,  my  trust  and  confi- 
dence? I  asked  my  heart.  I  paced  up  and 
down  in  the  sunshine  beside  the  flower-bed 
near  the  conservatory,  gathering  violets,  cro- 
cuses, snow-drops,  and  liverwort,  which  I  inter- 
spersed with  the  delicate  green  of  the  spiraea ; 
and  then  holding  the  bouquet  between  me  and 
the  blue  sky,  I  gazed  into  the  light  and  glitter- 
ing corollas,  till  my  heart  melted  and  tears 
flowed  gently  down  my  cheeks.  And  oh,  they 
were  refreshing  tears  1  Yes ;  with  all  my  heart 
do  I  love  Thee,  thou  merciful  God,  "  who  art 
full  of  compassion,  long-suffering,  and  of  great 
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pity;"  and  this  love  makes  me  inexpressibly 
happy,  rich,  and  trustful.  "Were  I  only  with 
Kate  tO"day,  I  think  I  could  submit  to  any 
thing.  And  still  it  cheers  my  heart  to  think 
that  all  is  ordered  and  directed  above. 

Casting  my  little  load  of  care  on  him  who 
careth  for  me,  I  felt  once  more  light-hearted, 
and  was  able  again  to  dance  with  Lucy  through 
the  garden.  We  hastened  to  the  parsonage, 
where — the  fame  of  our  gardening  talents  hav- 
ing spread — our  services  were  desired.  They 
wished  to  effect  some  changes  in  the  garden, 
which  had  been  laid  out  by  the  former  occu- 
pant of  the  place  with  no  regard  either  to  orna- 
ment or  utility;  and  now  grass  beds  and  a 
shrubbery  near  the  house  were  contemplated. 
The  pastor  requested  my  opinion,  but  at  the 
same  time  adhered  to  his  own,  which  he  thought 
better;  and  I  submitted  in  order  not  to  be 
further  charged  with  domineering,  although  I 
thought  he  displayed  very  bad  taste.  The 
kitchen-garden  was  left  to  us,  and  Mr.  Heber 
and  I  laid  out  the  plan  of  it — the  mistress  of 
the  house  being  pleased  with  all.  We  measured 
off  the  beds ;  and  when  the  seeds  were  in  the 
ground,  we  trode  them  well  down : — it  was  great 
.  fun !  I  was  the  first ;  Mr.  Heber,  Lucy,  and  the 
whole  flock  of  children  followed. 

Li  the  midst  of  our  mirth,  the  garden-gate 
17* 
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opened,  and  Herr  von  Schaffan  entered.  We 
joyfully  welcomed  him  back ;  but  his  manner 
was  so  very  quiet  that  I  was  ashamed  of  my 
liveliness,  and  quickly  returned  to  my  occupa- 
tion ;  still  it  grieved  me  much.  Mr.  Heber's 
good  humour  seemed  also  to  have  flown  away. 
I  wondered  if  he  too  had  been  pained,  and  did 
all  I  could  to  make  him  cheerful  again,  in  which 
I  succeeded.  But  what  could  the  pastor  have 
meant,  when  he  warned  me  in  the  evening,  to 
be  circumspect  in  my  manner  to  Mr.  Heber.  I 
do  not  know  what  their  wishes  may  be,  but  can 
scarcely  think  that  Mr.  Heber  misunderstands 
my  friendliness. 

Tuesday,  March  19. 

My  heart  almost  ceases  to  beat,  when  I  think 
that  what  the  pastor's  wife  said  to  me  might  be 
true.  But,  oh,  it  cannot  be  !  What  she  wishes, 
she  too  readily  believes,  and  gives  free  expres- 
sion to  her  imaginings.  Could  he  for  a  moment 
mistake  my  esteem — or  whatever  I  may  call  it — 
for  something  more  warm  and  deep  ?  Should  I 
indulge  such  foolish  thoughts  on  the  subject? 
Can  his  bearing,  at  times  so  cold  and  haughty 
towards  me,  and  his  chilling  manner  when  we 
met  yesterday,  be  attributable  to  his  desire  of 
removing  any  such  absurd  ideas  from  my  mind  ? 
Oh,  no !  this  is  all  impossible.    I  dwelt  long  on 
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the  subject,  but  vainly  endeavoured  to  quiet 
myself.  At  length  I  sat  down  at  my  open  win- 
dow, and  allowed  the  soft  refreshing  air  to  waft 
its  fragrance  over  me. 

I  watched  the  moon  as  she  commenced  to  run 
her  nightly  course,  illuminating  and  cheering 
all  within  the  sphere  of  her  influence :  except 
for  the  breeze  and  stir  of  spring,  all  nature  was 
at  rest.  The  blossoms  in  the  vase  beside  me, 
seemed  to  look  up  in  astonishment,  as  if  I  too 
should  enjoy  the  season  of  nature's  happy  child- 
hood. He  entered  the  room!  At  first  I  did 
not  know  whether  to  be  at  ease  or  frightened, 
till  I  found  that  his  manner  was  friendly  though 
very  grave.  Oh !  could  he  read  my  heart,  he 
would  find  no  foolish  thoughts  there  now ;  but 
I  cannot  bear  his  cold  indifierent  manner. 
"Lulu!"  said  he,  "may  I  ask  you  to  pardon 
me  for  something  ?"  I  looked  at  him  quietly, 
not  comprehending  what  he  meant ;  and  would 
have  liked  to  tell  him  what  had  agitated  me, 
and  to  have  begged  him  not  to  think  such 
things, — ^but  was  unable.  He  seemed  to  have 
divined  my  thoughts,  as  he  said  with  a  smile, 
\'We  weave  for  ourselves  many  unnecessary 
sorrows."  It  struck  me,  that  I  had  not  made 
any  sorrows  for  myself ;  but  perceiving  his  face 
to  be  as  pale  as  the  snow-drops  beside  me, 
I  said  blithely,  "What  has  distressed  you?" 
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"  Only  foolish  thoughts,"  he  returned.  A  shade 
of  embarrassment  passed  over  me,  as  for  a  mo- 
ment I  wondered  if  he  had  known  of  those  that 
had  sought  ingress  to  my  heart.  I  gave  him 
the  flowers,  which  he  thought  lovely;  and  I 
should  have  felt  quite  at  ease,  had  the  pastor's 
wife  not  said  that  to  me. 

Thursday,  March  21. 

This  was  an  exquisitely  lovely  day ;  we  first 
worked  in  the  garden  till  we  were  weary,  and 
then  accompanied  Aunt  Juliet,  the  pastor,  and 
Herr  von  Schaifau  in  a  long  walk.  We  went 
very  far  up  the  hill  to  the  little  fir-wood ;  there 
we  seated  ourselves  on  the  moss,  and  gazed  on 
the  lovely  view  below.  Presently  the  pastor 
began  to  sing, 

"  For  these,  Thy  glorious  works,  0  Lord ! 
Honour  and  praise  our  hearts  accord," 

in  which  we  all  joined.  On  our  return  aunt 
went  into  the  house,  while  we  remained  out 
some  time  longer,  walking  up  and  down  past 
the  violet  bank,  in  the  moonlight,  and  listening 
to  conversation  that  had  reference  to  our  highest 
interests.  Herr  von  Schaffau  will  set  out  to- 
morrow for  Pliiggen,  but  intends  to  come  back 
before  his  sister's  arrival,  for  which  I  feel  veiy 
glad,  as  I  am  afraid  of  her,  and  would  not  like 
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to  be  here  alone  with  her.  Oh !  that  is  wrong, 
I  must  try  to  overcome  this  fear,  and  will  ask 
her  kindly  not  to  be  distrustful  of  me,  but  to  be 
fully  assured  of  my  sincerity.  I  am  delighted 
that  she  will  not  be  here  till  after  my  birth-day, 
as  I  wish  to  spend  it  quietly,  with  no  other 
companions  than  my  dear  friends  and  lovely 
spring. 

Saturday ,  March  23. 

The  joy-bells  announce  the  approach  of  Palm 
Sunday,  their  merry  tones  are  wafted  to  me  oc- 
casionally on  the  evening  breeze.  The  sky  is 
of  a  rosy  hue,  and  bedecked  with  clouds  of  the 
purest,  brightest  gold,  left  behind  by  the  just 
departed  sun,  to  console  us  awhile  for  his  loss. 
This  ruddy  light  streams  through  my  open  win- 
dow, tinging  the  white  hyacinths  with  its  warm 
glow.  Oh !  that  my  heart  were  as  tender,  pure, 
and  white  as  they,  irradiated  with  heaven's  im- 
mortal sunshine !  Oh !  that  it,  like  nature  all 
around  me,  were  imbued  with  the  freshness  of 
spring,  and  calm,  deep  peace !  "Would  that  the 
joyful  notes  of  the  anthems  above  were  ever 
prolonged  and  echoed  there!  I  have  been 
reading  1  Corinthians  xiii.,  and  written  it  on 
the  tablet  of  my  mind  : — ''  Charity  suffereth 
long,  and  is  kind :  charity  envieth  not ;  is  not 
puffed  up,  seeketh  not  her  own,  is  not  easily 
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provoked,  thinketh  no  evil,  beareth  all  things, 
believeth  all  things,  hopeth  all  things,  enduretli 
all  things."  No  more  do  I  fear  Frau  von 
Schlichten.  ISTo !  this  charity  shall  fortify  my 
heart, — it  shall  conquer  all  things.  I  am  of 
good  courage,  because  thou,  O  Lord !  art  my 
faithful  God. 

Sunday,  March  24. 

In  the  afternoon  Lucy  sent  me  away  to  the 
parsonage.  She  and  Sophie  are  about  some 
business  that  I  know  very  well  is  connected 
with  my  birth-day ;  and  Aunt  Juliet,  too,  has 
got  her  secret  occupations.  Oh!  I  rejoice  at 
its  approach. 

Herr  von  Schaffau  is  to  come  to-morrow 
evening  or  Tuesday  morning,  but  I  must  not  be 
too  glad  of  this,  for  it  is  not  well  to  be  so.  But, 
gracious  God !  I  am  also  satisfied  that  Thou 
hast  appointed  all  things  connected  with  this 
anniversary. 

Monday,  March  25, 

I  viewed  this  day  in  the  light  of  my  birth-day 
eve,  and  Lucy  wished  every  thing  to  happen  that 
I  would  like.  I  wandered  to  the  quiet  hedge, 
heard  the  birds  sing,  and  examined  the  little 
wild  flowers,  repeating  to  myself  Gray's  beauti- 
ful lines,  as  I  looked  over  their  delicately  pen- 
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cilled  blossoms,  opening  so  modestly,  though 
little  noticed  by  man.  A  flight  of  wild  geese 
passed  over  my  head,  uttering  no  melancholy 
cry,  but  the  cheerful  notes  of  spring,  as  they 
pursued  their  course  towards  the  north.  Oh, 
that  I  could  have  soared  aloft  with  them  far, 
far  away! — "then  would  I  hasten  my  escape 
from  the  stormy  wind  and  tempest."  A  gloomy 
foreboding  seemed  to  rest  upon  my  mind  which 
— though  I  sat  in  my  own  quiet  room,  and  saw 
the  moonbeams  fall  upon  my  white  hyacinth — 
I  could  not  shake  off.  Towards  evening,  we 
went  to  meet  Herr  von  Schaffau — he  came  not ; 
but  the  carriage  w^hich  had  been  sent  to  the 
train  for  him,  unexpectedly  brought  Frau  von 
Schlichten.  She  saw  the  sudden  change  of  ex- 
pression which  betrayed  disappointed  hope; 
and  cold  and  harsh  was  her  manner.  There  was 
only  a  seat  for  one  in  the  carriage,  and  Lucy 
was  invited  to  occupy  it ;  she  refused ;  on  which 
her  mamma  ordered  her  in.  Rosalie  then 
alighted,  in  order  to  walk  home  with  me,  al- 
though Frau  von  Schlichten  seemed  not  to 
wish  it.  I  found  Rosalie  very  friendly ;  she 
said  to  me  with  a  sigh,  that,  alas!  we  would 
not  be  much  longer  together.  I  wonder  if  I 
am  to  go  away  ?  Certainly  Frau  von  Schlich- 
ten seems  to  intend  that  I  shall.  What  can 
make  her  hate  me  so  ? 
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Frau  von  Schlichten  was  below  in  the  blue- 
room  ;  I  tried  once  more  to  salute  her  kindly ; 
but  so  far  her  heart  is  closed  against  me.  As 
we  were  about  to  ask  a  blessing  before  seating 
ourselves  at  the  dinner-table,  she  sat  quickly 
down,  muttering  something  about  "  insufferable 
hypocrisy."  I  was  frightened,  and  hesitated; 
but  thought  it  right  to  proceed,  and  was  joined 
by  Aunt  Juliet  and  Lucy.  Aunt  Juliet  is  very 
much  opposed  to  her  sister-in-law,  but  does  not 
exhibit  her  opposition  in  a  becoming  manner. 
Frau  von  Schlichten  was  out  of  humour  all  the 
evening ;  even  the  flowers  that  we  had  in  the 
window  gave  her  cause  for  displeasure.  She 
said  bitterly  that  she  had  not  desired  the  gar- 
dener to  bring  any  there.  I  retired  at  an  early 
hour.     What  will  this  come  to  ? 

As  I  thought  how  very  hard  it  would  be  to 
tear  myself  from  from  all  I  love  here,  the  verse 
recurred  to  my  mind :  "A  man's  heart  deviseth 
his  way :  but  the  Lord  directeth  his  steps." 

"  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  strength  beyond  his  own, 
Knows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone, 
May  I  thus  with  Thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  guard,  and  guide." 

Gracious  God !  do  as  Thou  wilt :  here  accept 
my  heart. 
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.      KATE    TO   LOUISA. 

Plettenhaus,  2Sd  March. 

You  were  right,  dear  Lulu ;  I  have  sorrowed 
needlessly.  The  Lord  has  directed  all,  though 
differently  from  what  we  expected.  Your  dear 
good  aunt  lies  in  a  hopeless  state ;  and  still  she 
abounds  in  hope.  She  said  lately,  in  the  ful- 
ness of  her  heart, — "  I  know  that  my  Redeemer 
liveth ;  and  though,  after  my  skin,  worms  de- 
stroy this  body,  yet  in  my  flesh  shall  I  see  God." 
So  be  you  also  comforted,  dearest  child,  for  the 
Lord  has  released  her  from  many  sorrows  ;— 
yes,  she  has  already  fallen  asleep — I  cannot 
conceal  it  from  you.  She  was  glad  to  depart 
and  be  with  Christ ;  so,  be  you  no  longer  filled 
with  distress  and  anguish  about  her.  Your  let- 
ters were  like  cool  refreshing  streams  which  led 
her  to  the  fountain  of  life.  Come,  my  child, 
you  shall  garland  her  brow  with  sweetest  vi- 
olets, and  place  a  blossom  in  her  wasted  hand. 
The  mail  can  convey  you  to  Wenderung ;  there 
James  will  meet  you,  and  you  can  come  the  rest 
of  the  way  on  foot.  But,  may  the  Lord  be  with 
you !  You  see  there  are  rough  ways,  there  are 
trials;  see,  also,  if  the  Lord  cannot  help  you 
through  them. 

"  I^Am" 
18 
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IV. 


PLETTENHAUS. 


March  29,  Good-Friday. 

Oh,  gracious  God !  I  am  still  Thine ;  the 
deeper  Thou  humblest  me,  so  mucli  the  higher 
wilt  Thou  raise  me ;  the  more  poignant  the 
grief,  the  richer  Thy  consolations.  I  feel  that  I 
am  engraven  on  the  palms  of  thy  hands.  When 
the  bells  had  ceased,  and  the  music  of  the 
hymns  had  died  away,  I  stood  alone  by  the  fresh 
grave.  A  heavy  mist  enveloped  all  around, 
obscuring  the  light  of  heaven.  All  nature 
seemed  to  mourn — a  true  funereal  day !  I  wept 
a  long,  long  time.  Oh,  my  Saviour !  Thou  hast 
Thyself  shed  bitter  tears;  Thou  hast  agonized 
for  me.  Oh,  come  and  comfort  me  !  And  well 
I  know,  my  Lord,  that  Thou  wilt  come.  I  feel 
it  even  now ;  but  I  am  very  sick  and  weary. 

March  30. 

Kate  goes  about  like  a  person  in  a  dream.  I 
must  bo  the  strong  one  and  the  comforter.  And 
because  I  must  be,  the  Lord  will  enable  me  to 
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be  SO.  Kate  thinks  of  the  future,  how  very  sad 
it  will  be  to  leave  our  dear  home ;  but  it  is  on 
my  account  she  grieves.  Oh !  it  will  indeed  be 
heart-rending  to  be  turned  out  upon  the  world, 
and  to  see  strangers  in  my  beloved  home,  in 
the  garden,  or  seated  under  the  beech,  when 
the  gates  are  closed  against  me.  This  thought 
draws  forth  bitter  tears,  but  Kate  shall  not 
know  of  them ;  and  the  very  effort  shall  nerve 
me  with  renewed  strength.  But  now  I  am 
tired,  and  will  rest.  Where  was  I  this  day  last 
week? — Sitting  on  the  turf  near  to  the  iir- 
wood — spring  in  our  hearts  and  around  us  ; 
then  we  sang, — 

,  For  these  Thy  glorious  works,  oh  Lord! 
Honour  and  praise  our  hearts  accord. 

Why  can  I  not  sing  it  now  ?- — I  have  sung  it, 
at  first  with  a  voice  choked  by  tears ;  but 
gradually  acquiring  strength,  till  at  length  the 
melody  burst  forth  in  full  volume  from  my 
soul.  Kate  and  James  were  attracted  to  the 
spot;  they  stood  behind  me;  then  I  became 
more  cheerful,  for  I  wanted  to  comfort  them. 
Yea,  it  is  well  with  us,  for  tender  and  compas- 
sionate is  our  God. 

"  Kate,"  I  said,  "  let  us  be  of  good  comfort, 
for  we  are  to  celebrate  to-morrow  the  feast 
which  commemorates  our  Lord's  resurrection. 
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She  wliom  we  love  has  fallen  asleep;  so  we 
three  will  remain  close  by  one  another,  love 
each  other  well,  and  never  part.  Though  we 
must  leave  the  home  that  has  hitherto  been  so 
dear  to  us,  yet  the  peace  which  within  its  walls 
has  filled  our  hearts  shall  go  with  us;  but, 
above  all,  the  Lord  who  has  enriched  us  here 
with  countless  treasures  will  be  with  us  still. 
Now,  more  than  ever,  may  we  feel  Him  near 
us,  for  He  loves  to  heal  the  broken  in  heart, 
and  to  bind  up  their  wounds."  Kate  clasped 
my  hand  and  smiled.  "  All  will  be  well,"  said 
she.  James  went  away.  I  think  he  was  in 
tears. 

The  few  days  which  have  elapsed  since  I  left 
Braunsdorf  seem  to  me  like  a  long  lifetime. 
On  my  birth-day  I  rose  early,  walked  to  the 
hedge,  and  pausing  there,  gazed  on  the  view 
around — the  peaceful  parsonage,  and  further 
off  the  castle,  were  still  enveloped  in  the  hazy, 
dewy  freshness  of  an  early  spring  morning.  I 
little  thought  it  would  be  the  last  time  I  should 
stand  there.  On  my  return,  I  was  met  by  an 
agreeable  surprise.  Mr.  Schultz  himself  stood 
in  the  corridor,  having  come  to  offer  me  his 
congratulations,  and  to  bring  me  from  his  wife 
the  present  of  a  tea-napkin,  which  had  been 
spun  by  herself  of  Braunsdorf  flax.  The  gar- 
dener presented  me  with  an  elegantly-grouped 


JOUENAL   OF   A   POOR   YOUNG   LADY.         209 

bunch  of  dried  flowers,  in  the  form,  of  a  pic- 
ture ;  I  had  never  seen  any  so  fresh  and  beau- 
tiful. In  my  room  was  placed  a  little  model 
flower-garden,  a  birth-day  cake,  with  its  nine- 
teen tapers,  and  splendid  presents.  Aunt  Juliet, 
Lucy,  and  almost  the  entire  household  were  as- 
sembled there,  and  greeted  me  on  my  entrance 
with  the  beautiful  anthem,  "  Praise  the  Lord, 
the  mighty  King  of  glory !"  in  which,  though 
with  a  tremulous  voice,  I  joined,  and  on  its 
conclusion,  shook  hands  with  each,  thanking 
them  from  my  full  heart.  Aunt  Juliet  tenderly 
kissed  me,  and  wished  me  eveiy  happiness; 
Lucy  clung  to  my  neck.  These  tokens  of  their 
love  were  by  far  more  precious  to  me  than  all 
the  gifts  that  I  received.  All  at  once  I  saw 
Frau  von  Schlichten  standing  at  the  open  door ; 
she  had  evidently  been  a  silent  observer  of  all 
that  passed,  for  her  manner  bore  marks  of  ex- 
treme excitement,  as  she  said,  "You  receive 
formal  homage  here!" — "The  homage  of  sin- 
cere love,"  returned  Aunt  Juliet,  sharply.  But 
I  was  very  grieved,  and  begged  Frau  von 
Schlichten  not  to  be  so  angry  with  me.  She 
gave  me  a  fierce  look,  and  left  the  room.  * 

Aunt  Juliet  tried  to  comfort  me,  adding  at 
the  same  time,  "  This  cannot  continue,"    "  Must 
I  then  go  away  ?"  I  asked.     "  She  must !"  re- 
plied Aunt  Juliet,  angrily.     I  know  not  why 
18* 
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these  words  should  cause  a  quivering  thrill  of 
pleasure  to  pass  through  me.  Oh,  I  deeply  re- 
pent my  pride  !  We  had  prayers,  and  then 
breakfasted  together,  as  usual. 

Scarcely  had  I  spent  half  an  hour  alone,  look- 
ing with  delight  at  my  beautiful  presents,  when 
Betty — ^Frau  von  Schlichten's  ill-disposed  maid 
— entered  my  room,  and  handed  me  a  letter 
from  her  mistress.  When  I  read  it,  I  felt  as  if 
ice  had  been  dashed  upon  my  heart,  and  my 
limbs  trembled  so  that  I  had  to  sit  down.  It 
was  written  in  extreme  anger,  saying,  that  she 
had  seen  through  my  plans,  and  that  I  must 
instantly  quit  her  house, — that  I  was  not  to 
leave  my  room,  except  to  enter  the  carriage 
which  should  convey  me  hence ;  threatening 
me  with  shameful  treatment  if  I  dared  to  tres- 
pass this  command.  "Perhaps  I  had  better 
pack  your  clothes  ?"  asked  the  maid,  in  a  tone 
of  mockery.  I  was  quiet  and  friendly  to  her, 
and  politely  refused  her  assistance,  though  it 
cost  me  a  great  deal  of  effort  to  subdue  my  irri- 
tated feelings.  "  Betty,"  I  said,  "  do  you  know 
that  it  pains  me,  on  your  account,  that  you 
should  behave  thus  rudely  ?  She  cast  an  inso- 
lent look  upon  me.  "  Oh,  Betty  !  you  will 
some  time  be  sorry  for  this  !  I  have  never  in- 
jured you ;  and  if  I  have  unintentionally  of- 
fended you,  I  ask  pardon  now,  before  leaving 
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this  house ;  for  certainly  I  have  had  no  ill- 
feelings  towards  you."  She  looked  at  me  in 
astonishment.  "  Yes,"  I  continued,  "  Frau  von 
Schlichten,  too,  will  yet  repent  her  having 
treated  me  with  such  violence ;  but  tell  her 
that  I  am  not  angry,  and  only  regret  my  not 
having  gained  her  love." 

For  a  moment  Betty  seemed  perplexed,  but 
soon  that  gave  way  to  friendliness,  as  she  re- 
plied, that  indeed  her  ladyship  was  storming 
fearfully.  "  And  perhaps  she  will  not  gain  her 
point  withal,"  said  she,  going  on  to  speak  in  a 
similar  strain  to  what  the  pastor's  wife  had  done 
before.  I  am  very  much  ashamed  of  myself  for 
having  given  her  an  opportunity  of  speaking 
thus.  Quickly  interrupting  her,  I  inquired 
about  Aunt  Juliet  and  Lucy.  "They  are  in 
my  lady's  boudoir,  and  know  nothing  of  this," 
she  replied.  My  packing  was  soon  completed, 
the  carriage  came  to  the  door,  and  I  went  down 
stairs.  Before  this  I  had  enclosed  Frau  von 
Schlichten's  note  to  the  pastor,  hoping  to  find 
an  opportunity  of  sending  it,  as  it  would  clearly 
account  to  him  for  my  departure.  I  also  wrote 
a  line,  begging  that  he  would  acquaint  Aunt 
Juliet  and  Lucy  with  the  affair,  but  as  cau- 
tiously as  possible.  Betty  herself  undertook  to 
deliver  this :  her  manner  became  all  on  a  sud- 
den very  bland  to  me.     Wlien  I  w^as  in  the 
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porch,  she  handed  me  another  letter :  this  was 
from  Kate,  sealed  with  black.  I  tore  it  open, 
read,  then  wept  violently.  I  do  not  know  how 
Betty  prevailed  on  me  to  enter  the  carriage, 
for  I  was  in  a  kind  of  stupor.  "When  driving- 
through  the  court,  YoUberger  overtook  us. 
"  What  is  the  rhatter  ?"  he  cried,  on  seeing  me 
weep.  The  coachmen  did  not  want  to  stop, 
but  he  had  to  do  so.  I  handed  Kate's  letter  to 
YoUberger,  requesting  him  to  give  it  to  Aunt 
Juliet :  it  will  account  for  my  sudden  departure, 
eYen  if  Betty  does  not  deliver  the  other. 

The  coachman  drove  me  to  the  nearest  sta- 
tion :  he  would  not  take  me  to  the  farther  one, 
which  I  regretted ;  but  Frau  von  Schlichten  ha& 
"seen  through  my  plans."  I  had  hoped  and 
expected  to  meet  her  brother  there,  as  he  prom- 
ised to  come  this  morning ;  and  I  had  intended 
to  open  my  heart  to  him,  and  let  him  share  my 
distress.  Before  entering  the  railway  carriage 
— for  I  had  to  wait  some  minutes — I  saw  a 
train  approaching  in  tlie  opposite  direction ;  it 
stopped  for  an  instant,  and  I  suddenly  descried 
Herr  von  Schaffau's  astonished  face  at  the  win- 
dow. Unconsciously  I  raised  my  hands  to  him, 
but  the  train  roared  past,  and  in  a  few  moments 
I  had  flown  off  to  the  other  side.  James  met 
me  at  Wenderung.  We  had  a  silent,  melan- 
choly walk  home.     We  spent  a  great  part  of 
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the  first  day  in  reading  and  singing,  and  I  paid 
frequent  visits  to  my  aunt's  coffin, — she  looked 
so  sweet  and  placid  resting  there!  I  had  al- 
ways thought  that  I  should  be  yet  able  to 
make  her  declining  years  comfortable,  and 
now  it  is  well  that  she  has  not  lived  to  see  my 
unhappiness. 

LUCY    TO   LOUISA. 

"  Braunsdorf,  March  28. 

"  My  dear,  precious  Lulu, — ^Will  your  own 
hands  open  this  ?  Oh,  how  you  must  hate  us ! 
My  blood  was  boiling  yesterday ;  and  uncle  too 
was  angry,  for  he  tightly  compressed  his  lips, 
and  turned  round  quickly  on  his  heel.  Dear 
Lulu,  you  must  come  back  to  us  I  we  cannot 
make  amends  for  the  injury  that  has  been  done 
you ;  but  oh,  if  you  were  only  here  again ! 
Had  I  escaped  yesterday  by  the  train,  I  would 
have  run  after  you ;  but  I  forgot  to  bring  any 
money,  and  then  uncle  came  quickly  and  took 
me  home.  Lulu,  I  shall  now  tell  you  how  very 
grieved  we  all  are.  Aunt  Juliet  raged,  but 
uncle  advised  us  not  to  give  such  free  expres- 
sion to  our  feelings.  Oh,  dear  Lulu!  I  have 
struggled, — I  have  prayed  for  mamma,  and  for 
myself,  that  my  heart  might  be  filled  with  love 
and  patience. 
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Uncle  hastily  inquired  on  his  return,  "  Why 
did  Fraulein  von  Plettenhaus  leave  this  morn- 
ing by  the  train  ?"  I  laughed  at  him,  and  said, 
"Lulu  is  celebrating  her  birth-day."  But  he 
was  very  vehement  in  saying,  ISTo,  that  he  had 
distinctly  seen  you,  and  wished  to  know  the 
truth.  Mamma's  manner  was  gentle  and  kind ; 
she  spoke  of  domestic  peace,  of  our  tender  love 
for  one  another,  and  I  know  not  what  all ;  but 
she  said  that  she  was  the  cause  of  your  hasty 
departure.  Then  it  was  that  uncle  turned  round 
80  quickly,  and  that  I  ran  far  away  towards 
Graubergen.  If  my  uncle  had  not  followed  me 
I  think  I  could  have  managed  to  find  the  way, 
and  should  now  be  with  you.  I  could  comfort 
you,  and,  oh !  how  I  would  love  you  !  If  you 
do  not  come  back  to  us  I  am  sure  I  shall  hate 
mamma.  Oh  !  forgive  these  words.  I  cannot 
live  without  you.  Write  to  me  at  once.  I  am 
very  impatient. — ^Your  loving 

"Lucy." 


AUNT    JULIET    TO    LOUISA. 

"Dear  Lucy, — ^Do  not  be  surprised  at  the 
calm  manner  in  which  I  write  ;  I  must  tell  you, 
it  is  quite  evident  to  me  that  all  has  happened 
for  the  best.  Fire  and  water  cannot  unite — my 
Bister-in-law  leaves  this  for  Pliiggen,  and  I  re- 
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main  here  with  you  and  Lucy,  my  two  "dear 
children.  I  have  enjoyed  the  last  two  months 
so  much,  that  I  only  wish  to  spend  the  re- 
mainder of  my  life  without  any  change.  In 
my  opinion,  Frederick  might  have  shown  more 
displeasure  at  the  treatment  which  you  ex- 
perienced ;  however,  he  was  grave  enough. 
Immediately  after  Easter,  his  sister  is  to  set  out 
for  her  exile — for  so  I  look  upon  it.  Thekla  ac- 
companies her ;  Rosalie  wishes  to  remain  with 
us,  but  I  do  not  know  whether  I  shall  give  my 
consent  to  this, — what  think  you  ?  it  would  be 
so  delightful  to  be  by  ourselves.  My  brolher- 
in-law  would  have  written  a  few  lines  to  you 
himself,  but  I  assured  him  that  it  was  unneces- 
sary, as  you  know  all  that  he  could  say,  and 
what  he  must  think  of  the  affair.  I  judge  of 
your  feelings  in  the  same  way  with  regard  to 
myself,  and  so  touch  but  briefly  upon  the  sub- 
iect. 

"  The  death  of  your  respected  aunt  fully  ac- 
counts for  your  hasty  departure ;  it  is  true, 
people  will  whisper  about  it,  but  what  matter 
if  even  they  do  ?  My  poor,  dear  Lulu !  are  you 
in  great  affliction  at  your  loss  ?  then  speed  to 
us,  as  soon  as  possible, — we  will  comfort  you. 
You  know  already  that  I  am  your  fond  aunt. 
Adieu,  my  darling !  we  will  all  be  at  the  train 
to  meet  you.     My  child,  you  must  be  in  need 
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of  money,  so  I  enclose  fifty  dollars ;  knowing 
that  on  such  occasions  many  things  are  re- 
quired. Yollberger  takes  charge  of  the  plants 
in  your  room ;  and  your  birth-day  table  stands 
there  untouched,  but  it  has  been  more  richly 
laden, — you  may  guess  by  whom.  AflPairs  are 
in  a  deplorable  condition  here,  you  may  be  glad 
to  be  away  at  the  present  time.  I  press  you 
very  tenderly  to  my  heart. 

"Julia  von  Schlichten." 


LOUISA    TO    aunt   JULIET    AND    LUCY. 

"  My  dear,  dear  Friends, — ^Would  that  you 
could  have  a  glimpse  into  my  melting  heart ! 
I  have  spent  the  whole  evening  in  tears,  for 
after  receiving  your  letters  I  believed  that  my 
happiness  was  gone  forever,  as  I  cannot  return 
to  you.  Oh !  bear  with  me  when  I  tell  you, 
that  because  I  love  you  so  much  I  cannot  go  to 
you.  I  would  not  separate  a  child  from  her 
mother.  Kate  and  I  have  deliberately  weighed 
the  subject,  and  I  feel  that  she  is  right.  I  will 
give  up  all  and  remain  here.  The  Lord  has  al- 
ready appointed  what  He  v^^ill  do  with  me. 
But,  my  friends,  you  surely  will  not  cease  to 
love  me.  You,  my  ever  dear  aunt,  although  I 
am  far  from  you,  must  still  let  me  retain^my 
corner  in  your  heart ;  and  you,  beloved  Lucy, 
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will  accompany  me,  in  thought,  from  morning 
till  night.  I  will  love  jon,  pray  for  you,  and 
will  write  much  and  frequently  to  you.  My 
longing  after  you  both  is  very  great.  The  Lord 
will  help  me. 

"  Oh !  how  quiet  and  retired  it  is  here ;  and 
notwithstanding  our  grief,  ]^ature  is  as  happy 
as  ever,  basking  in  the  sunny  smile  of  spring. 
Many  thanks,  my  dear  honoured  aunt,  for  the 
money.  Twenty  dollars,  which  you  had  ^iven 
me  in  advance,  I  now  return.  Affairs  are  in 
an  entangled  condition  here,  but  I  cannot  yet 
set  my  mind  to  business ;  my  way  is  plain,  in 
some  respects,  but  for  myself  I  do  not  fear; 
and  I  am  also  confident  that  each  of  the  house- 
hold will  be  taken  care  of.  I  will  write  more 
next  time,  but  now  I  am  very  tired  and  faint. 
The  Lord  be  with  us  all.     In  true  love,  your 

"Lulu." 


April  3. 

The  letters  were  written  and  sent  off;  and  at 
the  thought  that  now  all  is  decided,  and  that  I 
am  to  remain  here,  I  wept.  Hearing  Kate's 
step  behind  me,  I  turned  round,  and  said  in  a 
cheerful  voice,  "I  shall  soon  cease  to  weep; 
Kate  and  I  will  presently  be  cheerful  again." 
A  kiss  imprinted  on  my  forehead  was  her  sole 
19 
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reply.  But  afterwards,  when  standing  with 
James  under  the  chestnut  tree,  he  said  to  me, 
"  It  is  well  that  you  are  here  again."  I  told 
him  I  had  been  thinking  very  much  lately  that 
we  must  never  be  separated  again.  We  have 
formed  a  plan  to  remain  together  so  long  as 
Kate  is  not  obliged  to  reside  in  her  convent. 
She  will  receive  henceforth  an  allowance  of 
thirty  dollars.  James  intends  to  pay  a  visit  to 
his  nephew  after  a  time,  and  when  that  is  over 
he  says  he  will  live  happily  here  to  the  end  of 
his  days.  By  Kate's  advice  the  factor  has  been 
appointed  my  guardian,  and  agrees  with  her  in 
thinking  it  best  for  me  to  remain  here  some 
years  longer,  till  I  attain  more  sense  and  dis- 
cretion. Kate  still  imagines  that  I  am  rash 
and  thoughtless,  and  I  willingly  leave  her  un- 
der this  impression,  as  I  would  much  prefer 
living  here  to  making  any  new  engagement. 

The  factor  has  represented  to  us  that  it  would 
be  most  advisable  to  let  this  house  and  garden, 
for  which  he  hopes  to  receive  so  large  a  sum  as 
will  enable  me  to  have  a  clear  rental  of  nearly 
a  hundred  dollars,  and  proposes  to  let  to  us  the 
gardener's  house  at  Plantagen,  saying  that 
James  can  give  his  services  in  the  garden,  so 
that  if  Kate  and  I  employ  ourselves  with  our 
needle,  we  will  have  an  adequate  support.  But 
we  all  three  have  determined  rather  to  have 
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very  limited  means  and  remain  where  we  are. 
Kate  acts  now  with  energy ;  but  I  know  it 
would  almost  break  her  heart  to  have  to  leave 
this  place. 

My  own  beloved  home!  every  spot  within 
your  walls,  each  flower-bed  in  the  garden,  and 
every  turn  in  the  walks,  reminds  me  of  the 
happy,  happy  years  spent  here,  the  memory  of 
which  will  always  be  sweet.  Oh,  my  heart 
ceases  to  beat  whenever  I  think  of  the  cottage 
at  Plantagen !  Early  to-morrow  I  am  going  to 
see  Miiller. 


Thursday,  April  4. 

The  morning  was  lovely  and  still.  I  walked 
over  the  meadows,  along  the  margin  of  the  little 
rapid  stream,  whose  never  ceasing  music  was 
mingled  with  the  creaking  of  the  busy  plough, 
and  the  more  melodious  notes  of  the  blackbird 
and  lark.  I  felt  as  if  I  could  yet  cling  to  hope, — 
having  still  to  be  taught  that  man  often  acts  in 
a  way  which  w^e  could  little  have  supposed ; 
and  that  God  makes  use  of  many  means  to 
draw  our  hearts  entirely  to  Himself.  I  had  a 
feeling  of  indignation  and  utter  contempt  for 
an  individual  who  could  act  so  horrible  a  part 
as  Herr  von  Tiilsen  has  done  by  me ;  and  felt 
moved  with  fresh  vigour,  as  I  thought  that  he 
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should  not  triumpli ;  and  that  even  if  we  mnst 
go  to  the  small  cottage,  there  I  will  serve  my 
Lord.  Certainly  Herr  von  Tiilsen  is  my  secret 
enemy,  and  to  his  influence  do  I  attribute  my 
having  been  expelled  from  Braunsdorf.  Can 
he  suppose  that  he  will  be  able  easily  to  win 
me,  now  that  I  am  so  helpless  ?  Kate  thinks  so^ 
but  cannot  imagine  any  real  love  connected 
with  such  conduct. 

Old  Miiller  congratulates  himself  and  me,  on 
his  having  found  an  extraordinary  purchaser, 
who  is  so  foolish  as  to  give  more  than  the  sum 
asked,  for  a  piece  of  land  belonging  to  Pletten- 
haus.  The  factor  is  very  sharp,  and  wishes  to 
take  advantage  of  this  peculiarity  of  the  buyer, 
in  order  to  raise  the  price  higher  than  it  might 
otherwise  be  the  next  time  he  effects  a  sale, 
else  there  would  be  no  dividend  reverting  to  us. 
Miiller's  capital  is  on  a  very  insecure  footing, 
the  house  not  having  been  repaired  for  ten 
years.  But  the  question  is,  should  I  live  on 
money  acquired  in  such  a  way  ?  It  is  quite  re- 
pugnant to  mj  feelings,  and  yet  I  cannot  give 
the  factor  any  substantial  grounds  for  my  re- 
fusal. I  wrote  on  the  subject  to  my  dear  pastor, 
and  have  laid  all  my  concerns  open  to  him  :  he 
will  advise  me,  for  I  feel  as  if  the  Lord  will  send 
help  to  me  through  His  own  people. 

I  have  told  Kate  a  great  deal  about  Btauns- 
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dorf.  She  says  that  she  likes  Herr  von  Schafiau 
very  much.  My  mind  is  almost  entirely  occu- 
pied with  my  friends  there.  Surely  some  time 
I  shall  go  to  see  them  !  I  had  a  very  comforting 
dream  last  night,  which  engrossed  my  thoughts 
all  morning. 

Thursday,  April  9. 

I  wandered  through  the  garden — the  chest- 
nut trees  are  bursting  into  leaf,  the  gooseberry 
bushes  already  green ;  the  smile  of  spring  mak- 
ing all  nature  as  lovely  as  in  years  gone  by. 
James  was  digging :  he  had  set  the  peas  and 
other  vegetables.  I  wonder  if  he  expects  us  to 
use  them,  but  did  not  like  to  interrupt  him  by 
asking.  On  I  went  towards  the  meadows,  and 
saw  the  goose-herd  in  her  old  seat,  with  all  her 
golden  flock  around  her :  she  was  delighted  to 
see  me.  Little  Dolly  recognized  me  at  a  dis- 
tance, and  came  running  to  meet  me,  knitting 
in  hand :  she  looked  tidy  and  neat,  as  did  also 
the  younger  ones.  This  gratified  me  very  much, 
and  I  determined  to  resume  my  school  duties 
here  as  soon  as  possible. 

With  this  view,  I  walked  on  to  examine  the 
accommodation  of  the  cottage  at  Plantagen.  I 
found  it  locked  and  quite  empty ;  but  peeping 
through  the  window,  I  saw  several  apartments, 
and  found  that  we  should  have  abundance  of 
19* 
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room.  There  is  a  stone  bench  before  the  door, 
and  two  acacias  cover  the  front  of  the  honse. 
I  seated  myself,  and  looked  around.  The  sun- 
beams rested  peacefully  on  the  trees  and  flowers 
in  that  retired  garden,  whose  stillness  was  only 
broken  by  the  sweet  and  merry  song  of  birds. 
The  ivy-covered  gable  of  the  cottage  is  strik- 
ingly like  part  of  my  beloved  Plettenhaus.  On 
first  discovering  the  resemblance,  I  could  not 
help  shedding  tears ;  but  after  I  had  sat  awhile 
and  thought,  and  had  gazed  up,  up  into  the  blue 
sky,  peace,  deep  and  calm,  pervaded  my  heart. 
Its  language  then  was,  "  Gracious  God !  I  can 
trust  in  Thee,  and  not  be  afraid.  In  this  poor 
cottage  Thou  canst  make  me  to  possess  great 
riches,  and  train  me  for  glorious  mansions  be- 
yond the  skies."  I  will  also  provide  for  Kate 
and  James  here.  I  will  open  my  school,  and 
will  ask  God  to  fill  my  heart  with  love  to  Him 
and  to  all  around. 

Full  of  these  thoughts,  I  ran  home,  and  told 
Kate  of  the  snug  little  cottage  at  Plantagen, 
and  how  happy  we  shall  be  there  in  each  other's 
love.  Then,  as  we  sat  at  an  open  window, 
working  very  busily,  Kate  told  me  a  great  deal 
about  bygone  times,  of  my  dear  aunt's  youth, 
which  opened  so  hopefully  for  her,  but  left  her 
heart  withered  at  its  close — a  melancholy  pic- 
ture this !     Kate  warns  me  not  to  expect  any 
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thing  from  the  future,  and  looks  sadly  at  me  as 
she  says  so.  l^o,  I  intend  to  live  in  the  enjoyment 
of  the  present,  and  will  leave  the  care  of  the 
future  to  my  Father  in  heaven.  If  my  health 
continues,  I  shall  be  able  to  earn  money ;  but 
if  I  become  sick  and  weak,  then  God  will  pro- 
vide for  me.  The  world  is  still  lovely,  and  very 
enjoyable.  I  exult  in  the  glory  of  spring.  I 
wonder,  shall  I  soon  have  letters ! 


Tuesday,  April  16. 

The  will  is  to  be  opened  on  the  first  of  May, 
and  an  execution  will  be  put  at  the  same  time 
on  our  effects ;  but  in  the  meanwhile  we  may 
be  happy.  Strangers  are  constantly  coming  to 
look  at  the  house  and  garden,  which  is  very  dis- 
agreeable. '  On  the  3d  of  May  the  place  will 
be  put  up  to  auction.  Kate  looks  so  pale  that 
I  am  afraid  she  grieves,  and  so  do  I ;  but  I  must 
not  let  it  be  known.  Heavy  black  clouds  lower 
over  the  village,  and  large  drops  of  rain  are  oc- 
casionally falling ;  so  dark  is  it  that  the  night- 
ingales warble  their  evening  song.  James 
stands  under  the  chestnut  tree  with  folded 
arms,  gazing  with  a  fixed  and  melancholy  eye 
over  the  garden,  as  though,  while  bidding  it  a 
long  adieu,  he  would  stereotype  upon  his  inner- 
most heart  each  bed,  and  shrub  and  flower. 
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He  seems  lost  in  thought.     His  labour  in  that 
garden  is  at  an  end. 


Sunday,  April  21. 

We  have  moved  to  the  cottage  at  Plantagen. 
Lord,  gracious  God,  help  up  !  We  have  been 
to  church.  This  seems  a  day  of  rest  even  to 
Nature — all  so  calm  and  still.  Towards  evening 
I  seated  myself  at  the  piano,  and  sang,  "  Com- 
mit thy  way  unto  the  Lord,"  in  which  Kate 
ioined  me,  and  afterwards  we  wept  together. 
And  still  we  have  been  wonderfully  sustained 
through  all  the  past  events. 


Tuesday,  April  23. 

Kate  is  confined  to  bed.  The  weather  is 
most  inclement,  so  it  is  well  that  we  made  the 
curtains,  which  were  greatly  needed.  I  feel 
terrified  when  I  look  at  Kate's  pale  face,  as  she 
lies  there  so  silent  and  so  motionless.  But  I 
must  not  be  so.  "  My  soul,  wait  thou  only  upon 
God,  for  my  expectation  is  from  Him ;  He  only 
is  my  rock  and  my  salvation ;  He  is  my  de- 
fence, I  shall  not  be  moved.  Trust  in  Him  at 
all  times ;  ye  people,  pour  out  you  heart  before 
Him :  God  is  a  refuge  for  us." 
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Wednesday,  April  24. 

The  doctor's  bill  was  sent  in,  but  I  would  not 
waken  Kate  ;  besides  I  knew  that  we  had  not 
sufficient  money  to  meet  it,  so  I  wrote  to  say 
that  it  would  be  paid  in  May ;  and  though 
painful  to  my  feelings,  I  begged  him  at  the 
same  time  to  come  and  see  Kate,  who  seems,  so 
far  as  I  can  judge,  to  be  seriously  ill. 

Cold,  heavy  showers  are  dashing  against  the 
window ;  all  looks  bleak  outside  ; — and  no  let- 
ter from  Braunsdorf. 

Friday,  April  26. 

The  doctor  came  and  wrote  a  prescription, 
which  James  has  taken,  with  our  last  money, 
to  the  apothecary.  I  left  little  Dolly  to  take 
charge  of  the  house,  and  ran  quickly  to  the 
factor's,  to  ask  the  loan  of  some  money.  They 
were  very  sympathizing ;  and  the  lady  thought 
that  if  I  have  so  many  increasing  cares,  it  would 
be  better  for  me  to  take  a  situation.  I  replied, 
as  tears  gushed  from  my  eyes,  that  I  would  first 
tend  poor  dying  Kate. 

On  my  return  home  I  made  some  soup.  The 
wind  was  blowing  down  the  chimney,  doors 
and  windows  shaking,  so  I  stirred  the  fire,  and 
heaped  on  more  fuel,  for  the  room  was  very 
cold.     "  You  should  not  have  to  do  that," 
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groaned  Kate.  Oh!  how  gladly  would  I  da 
any  thing  that  might  be  a  comfort  to  her !  I 
observed  that  she  gave  me  now  and  then  a 
searching  look,  but  I  suppressed  my  feelings, 
so  that  she  did  not  perceive  how  anxious  I  am 
about  her.  James  returned  at  length  with  the 
doctor;  and  towards  evening  Kate  fell  into  a 
sleep.  I  wandered  forth,  for  the  house  is  so 
small  that  I  knew  of  no  place  where  I  might 
relieve  my  overcharged  bosom.  I  soon  found 
myself  in  the  Plettenhaus  avenue.  The  wind 
blew  so  fiercely  in  the  trees  overhead  that  I 
would  have  stepped  up  on  the  terrace,  but  it 
looked  bleak  and  desolate ;  the  shepherd's  seat 
under  the  forest-beech  was  vacant,  and  dark 
heavily  charged  clouds  seemed  to  fly  over  the 
valley.  I  walked  past  the  house,  which  was 
so  still,  grey,  and  deserted  looking,  and  would 
gladly  have  taken  shelter  there,  but  the  door 
was  locked.  The  wind  whistled  through  the 
old  conservatory,  into  which  I  had  been  driven 
by  violent  rain,  and  there  I  sat  and  wept,  I 
know  not  how  long. 

At  length  I  was  aroused  from  my  reverie  by 
a  flood  of  light,  of  peculiar  and  extraordinary 
brilliance.  Hastily  stepping  out  to  the  garden, 
my  eye  rested  on  a  scene  of  matchless  splen- 
dour. The  black  ominous  clouds  had  passed 
away  to  the  east,  leaving  the  sun  to  celebrate 
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his  victorious  struggle  by  loading  the  spring- 
clad  world  with  his  more  than  usual  magnifi- 
cence. All  the  foliage,  from  the  light  delicate 
green  of  the  beech  to  the  dark  shade  of  the  fir, 
seemed  to  be  bathed  in  glory — alike  resplendent 
in  tints  of  purple  and  gold ;  while  the  poplars — 
as  their  stately  heads  were  thrown  out  in  relief 
against  the  deep-violet  sky — appeared  one  blaze 
of  light. 

The  air  was  soft  and  balmy,  but  so  still  that 
not  one  breath  was  there  to  ruffle  the  luxurious 
rest  of  nature ;  while  that  celestial  glory  spread 
over  sky  and  earth,  till  they  were  blent  together 
in  a  sea  of  gold.  TJntinged  by  the  prevailing 
hue,  the  varied  colours  of  a  brilliant  rainbow 
were  seen  to  form  a  perfect  arch  over  my  be- 
loved Plettenhaus.  So  wondrous,  so  magnifi- 
cent was  the  scene,  that  I  could  find  no  words 
wherein  to  vent  my  feelings  of  rapture,  awe, 
and  adoration ;  but  one  long  deep-drawn  breath 
relieved  me  more  than  speech  could  do.  "  Shall 
I  again  mourn  or  be  discouraged  ?"  thought  I,  as 
I  turned  my  steps  towards  the  little  cottage  at 
Plantagen ;  "  Oh,  no !  I  will  trust  and  not  be 
afraid."  See,  it  too  is  irradiated  with  this  same 
glorious  light!  As  I  passed  James's  room,  I 
heard  him  singing, — 

"  Man  needs  but  little  here  below, 
Kor  needs  that  little  long." 
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I  found  Kate  sitting  up  in  bed ;  her  pale  face 
brightened  by  the  rosy  beams  of  the  setting 
sun,  as  she  gazed  with  delight  at  the  rainbow 
which  over-arched  our  now  forsaken  home. 
She  had  had  a  refreshing  sleep,  and  had  awak- 
ened from  it  better ;  her  courage  and  confidence, 
also,  seemed  to  have  recovered  their  wonted 
strength.  "  There  is  a  token  of  God's  faith- 
fulness, a  promise  of  His  blessing,"  said  she. 
"  Oh !  yes,  Kate,"  replied  I ;  "He  will  do  all 
things  well.  My  heart  is  already  full  of  grati- 
tude to  Him,  for  I  know  he  will  take  pity  on 


us." 


"  Had  I  a  thousand  hearts,  I'd  raise 
Them  all  in  my  Redeemer's  praise," 

We  sometimes  cry; 
And  still  we  find  it  hard  to  give 
Our  one  poor  offering — and  live 

As  he  were  by. 

Oh,  purest,  truest,  boundless  love ! 
"Worthy  of  Him  who  reigns  above — 

Our  heavenly  Guide ! 
He  takes  the  heart  we  fain  would  give; 
He  deigns  in  it  Himself  to  live. 

With  us  to  bide. 

Tune,  Lord,  this  heart  as  'twere  a  lyre 
Of  heavenly  make — till  every  wire. 
And  ev'ry  chord. 
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Wake  but  one  strain — one  deepest  thrill — 
Long,  louder,  sweeter,  fuller  still — 
Love  to  my  Lord. 

We  sang   this    hymn  at    evening   prayers. 
Kate  is  up  once  more  ;  she  is  better.    We  have 
arranged  some  plans. 
20 


230  LOUISA  VON  PLETTENHATJS. 


Y. 


BRAUNSDORF. 

Sweetest  flowers  are  scattered  o'er 

Man's  path,  from  birth  to  death's  bleak  shore ; 

Oh,  crush  them  not !  they're  bright  and  fair, 

We  read  their  Maker's  impress  there. 

And  purest  gems  we  sometimes  meet, 

Unnoticed,  at  a  beggar's  feet ; 

Oh,  raise  them,  use  them,  prize  them  well ! 

Their  priceless  worth  few  tongues  can  tell. 

Yes,  brightest  orbs  of  heavenly  ray 

Are  given  to  guide  our  onward  way : 

They  point — whene'er  we  lift  our  eye — 

To  Him  who  lives  above  the  sky. 

No  path  can  be  too  wild  and  dark, 

To  be  illumed  by  this  pure  spark ; 

It  sweetens  still  the  bitterest  cup. 

And  whispers  soft,  "  Hope  still ! — look  up  1" 

And  hear  we  not  the  notes  that  ring 

Loud  hallelujahs  to  our  King  ? 

This  anthem  is  of  heavenly  birth, 

Its  echoes  vibrate  on  the  earth. 

Brightest  blossom  ever  strown — 
Purest  gem  earth  e'er  has  known — 
Clearest  beam  of  heaven's  own  light, 
That  yet  has  dawned  on  mortal  sight — 
The  sweetest  song  that's  raised  above. 
Is  glorious,  free,  immortal  love ! 
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What  brought  the  Saviour  from  His  throne 
To  suffer,  die  ?     'Tis  love  alone ; 
And  all  who  bear  His  image  now, 
Must  have  this  mark  upon  their  brow. 
Though  divers  are  the  garbs  love  wears, 
She  makes  all  bright  where  she  appears ; 
I'd  court  her,  in  her  every  dress, 
"While  to  my  heart  her  form  I  press. 
Oh,  gracious,  glorious  God  above. 
We  praise  Thee  for  Thy  gift  of  love! 

September  26. 

The  Lord  has  blessed  ns  ten,  yea,  an  hundred- 
fold; and  all  of  His  free  mercy,  unworthy 
though  we  be.  Oh,  He  has  showered  thousands 
of  blessings  upon  me!  I  can  only  show  my 
gratitude  by  giving  Thee,  my  God,  the  first, 
best  place  in  my  affections.  Oh !  take  me,  with 
all  my  infirmities — like  a  helpless  child,  and 
make  me  wholly  Thine ! 

Kate  spoke  beautifully  to  me  on  my  wedding- 
day:  "Do  not  suppose,"  said  she,  "that  the 
chief  business  of  your  life  is  over  now,  and  that 
you  may  rest  securely  in  the  full  enjoyment  of 
your  happiness;  on  the  contrary,  life  is  just 
opening  to  you.  Hitherto  it  has  resembled  a 
pleasant  walk  along  a  shore,  on  which  you  joy- 
fully gathered  the  bright  blossoms  which  grew 
around,  and  listened  with  rapture  to  the  music 
of  the  waves ;  but  now  you  must  launch  forth 
upon  the  troubled  sea,  and  struggle  with  its  bil- 
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lows  and  its  storms.  Thank  the  Lord  for  hav- 
ing given  you  a  faithful  friend  to  stand  by  your 
side,  but  hold  ever  firmly  by  the  true  Steers- 
man, who  alone  can  conduct  you  safely  through 
all  tempests,  and  bring  you  to  the  haven  of 
eternal  rest ;  and  without  whose  blessing  the 
love  of  the  most  devoted  friend  is  neither  a 
comfort  nor  a  help." 

Amen!  May  He  always  guide  my  bark! 
Dearest  Kate!  your  part  of  my  education  is 
now  completed ;  and  He  who  loves  me  as  ten- 
derly, will  finish  it.  But,  please  God,  we  will 
spend  some  weeks  every  spring  at  Plettenhaus ; 
and  James  is  already  exulting  in  the  prospect 
of  having  the  old  conservatory  beautifully  fitted 
up,  and  filled  with  rarest  plants,  and  having 
also  a  feast  of  cherries  for  us,  on  my  birthday. 
He  is  very  glad  not  to  have  to  go  to  visit  his 
nephew ;  and  has  plenty  of  Louisiana  now  to 
smoke ;  Kate  also  shall  be  well  attended  to,  and 
has  her  favourite  breakfast-bread  every  morn- 
ing. I  was  afraid  that  she  and  Aunt  Juliet 
would  not  agree,  though  Lucy  writes  to  me 
that  they  are  getting  on  most  amicably. 

Our  dear  pastor's  sister  now  occupies  my  old 
position,  much  better  than  I  ever  could  have 
done ;  although,  indeed,  my  loved  and  honoured 
husband  playfully  observed  but  yesterday,  that 
since  my  education  at  Plettenhaus  had  been  so 
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solid  and  complete,  lie  would  like  very  much 
to  see  an  academy  for  young  ladies  established 
there.  Certainly  the  house  and  situation  would 
suit  very  well. 

I  was  here  interrupted  by  Yollberger,  who 
came  to  inquire  with  which  horses  I  would  be 
pleased  to  drive  ?  I  could  not  repress  a  smile 
as  I  replied,  "  That  is  your  master's  business  to 
determine — go  and  ask  him."  "It  was  my 
master  who  sent  me  to  you,"  he  returned. 
"  Then  go  and  tell  him  that  I  would  prefer  the 
horses  which  he  appoints."  Yollberger  did  not 
like  this  errand.  "  Will  you  .not  choose,  my 
lady?"  said  he,,  "for  my  master  is  somewhat 
out  of  sorts  to-day."  "  No,"  replied  I  earnestly, 
"  my  husband  is  never  out  of  sorts."  Yollberger 
speaks  freely  of  his  master,  not  forgetting  the 
time  when  he  used  to  carry  him  about  in  his 
arms.  But  I  will  never  give  orders  about  mat- 
ters which  lie  not  in  my  province.  O  !  may  I 
be  an  humble  matron,  like  her  who  is  devoutly 
kneeling  in  the  monument,  as  gentle,  pious, 
faithful,  and  devoted.  Enable  and  assist  me  to 
be  so,  O  my  gracious  God ! 


THE     END. 
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